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Summary:
A very typical Andrew and Ashley fanfiction; a retelling of the game's events with sexual innuendo and of course, lots of tension building up to when they finally fuck.

Chapter 1: Muffled Moans
Chapter Text
ANDREW
It was about a month into the quarantine; the weather was getting colder as winter hovered its withering palms over the country, food and other needs were delivered less frequently to the apartment buildings, and Mr. and Mrs. Graves had left their children, their own flesh and blood, to fend for themselves a mere 36 hours before.
Andrew Graves awoke in his bed to the sound of soft cooing and whimpering coming from the other side of the room. He looked over to see his sister staring at the wall and shaking furiously. He sat up as he heard a few near-silent sobs, making the springs in his old mattress hiss from movement. The noise made Ashley's ears perk up and snap towards her brother, seeing him awake and curious. She quickly wiped the tears and snot from her face with her baggy pink pajama sleeve. "G.." She sniffed, "Good morning!". Her voice was strained from crying, and her attempted masking stressed it even more. Andrew shoved his covers off and stood up, a quiet "Morning." left his thin lips as he shuffled across the small room before kneeling in a proposal-esque posture at the side of her bed.
"You alright?" He asked calmly, staring into her watery rose eyes.
"NO" she screamed in her mind, though she only coughed out a shaky "Yes. Why do you ask? I'm fine."
Evidence of tears streaked down her face like deep gray highways that cut across a snowy plain. He cupped her face, rubbing his thumb across her jawbone softly. She nuzzled her face against his hand and hummed a dejected whine as she almost began to start crying. The locks and walls on her Fort Knox heart were secured once again as they were both dragged out of this melancholy moment by the rapping of knuckles against their apartment door. "Delivery for the Graves!"
"Foods here!" Ashley exclaimed, bounding out of bed and rushing towards the door, "foodsherefoodsherefoodshere". Andrew hauled himself out of their room a few beats after her, to see her opening the door to their warden. Warden Adamms, a balding 40-something, was there holding three bags of groceries. As he handed the groceries over, the still-waking-up man saw the older man's gaze depart from Ashley's face, run down across her thin neck, and land in the generous amount of cleavage exposed by her pajamas. He felt his hands unconsciously clench into fists as Adamms' mouth weaved into a creepy smirk.
"Thank you, sir!" She smiled, closing the door with her shoulder. The young woman dropped the bags and let them spill across the counter; it was everything they needed for the next month: fruits, meats, detergent, tampons, snacks, and cigarettes. She looked over at her brother, who was still clearly off put.
"We should fucking kill that guy." He said. Ashley was taken aback, "What are you on about?"
Andrew grabbed the little black lighter from the small bowl on the kitchen table with their housekeys and such in it, "He was staring at your chest, he always does. He's a creep.". She folded her arms against her chest, raising up her boobs to pronounce their size, "Why are you paying so much attention to your precious little sister's chest?" she sneered, "Sounds to me like the only creep is here in this room."
"Whatever." he snatched one of the packs of Marlboros from the counter and walked out onto their balcony. "Fucking weirdo." he grumbled. Ashley followed him out a few minutes after, fresh cup of coffee in one hand, strawberry Pop-Tart in the other. The wind chill bit at her, and she wondered how her brother could at all be comfortable in this temperature in just his t-shirt and plaid gray pants. "Ah," it hit her, "it's the cigarettes.". She had noticed him lighting one up just a second after crushing the first in the ashtray. Ashley took a moment to admire her brother. She always thought he was quite good looking, though she'd never tell him. He didn't need the ego boost.
His features were almost vampiric, dressed in his blacks and grays against the pale skin that clung to his lean flesh without one more ounce of fat or muscle than a decayed corpse would have. His bright green eyes that shined from his otherwise grayscale aesthetic. His thick black hair that flopped across his head and rolled down his gaunt neck. She had to blink out of deep thought to avoid her mind crawling back to what it always pondered: what did her brother look like below his scrawny torso?
Andrew's vision caught his sister's. "Enjoying your breakfast?" she teased. "In fact I am." he spat a cloud of gray smoke into the frigid air.
"Remember when we could walk around down there?"
"It's only been a month, Ashley. This shit will probably be over in a couple more days."
"That's what you said when it started." she huffed, leaning over the ice cold metal of the balcony fence, her mind not avoiding the thought of jumping, looking out at the few people bundled up in jackets out on walks. "I'm going back in. I'm freezing my tits off out here, and with how worried you are about them I can't afford to lose them."
He rolled his eyes as his sister smirked and walked back inside. Twenty minutes and another cigarette later, Andrew walked back in. He kicked around his room and threw on some ripped, dark gray jeans of questionable cleanliness and a black sweatshirt from his legion of about a half dozen identical sweatshirts. Walking into the bathroom and brushed his teeth, rolled on some deodorant, and put on a good layer of face cream.
Ashley stepped into the bathroom as well with the same stupid smirk. "Playing beauty shop, gay boy?"
"Fuck off, Ashley. I just don't want to get acne like you had in middle school."
She kicked him in the leg for that remark. Middle school, like all of her adolescence, was better left forgotten to her. He grabbed her by the shoulder and shoved her out the bathroom, slamming the door in her face.
"It's ok if you're gay, Andy! I'll accept you!"
"Shut up, dumbass!" He yelled.
-
ASHLEY
Even though they had more space with the physical absence of their emotionally absent parents, the apartment felt like it had gotten smaller with the quarantine. Sure, it got to her, tripping over Andy's dirty clothes, bumping into Andy as they both scoured the kitchen for a midnight snack, it was all Andy all the time, and that's the same thing she loved about it.
It was moments like this she loved the most; Andy somewhere else in the home, leaving her comfortably alone. She prowled over to his side of the room. His desk had a book that was very clearly smut on it, and she read over the back. "When Aaron Coffins is forced to move in with his well-endowed step sister, Lola, erotic taboos are quickly engaged in." it read. She placed the book back, classic Andrew. Too stuck up to rent porn from the video store like a normal person, just horny enough to beat it to paper every night. She chuckled to herself before continuing her search, bending over and picking up one of his dirty shirts off the floor, it was the one he wore when he worked out the day before. It reeked of his musk.
Earthy and woody, like a dew covered forest. It had floral notes from his feminine deodorant and an obvious layer of cigarette smoke from his cancerous addiction. She huffed the shirt like a teen desperate for a Sharpie high. She felt giddy as the deep smell of her brother filled her lungs and tickled her brain. Ashley flopped into her bed and stuck her hand down her pajama pants and started rubbing herself as she took more deep breaths of that intoxicating aroma. "Andy..." She whined, slipping her other hand down to attack her clit.
Andy was walking toward the door of their shared room, and Ashley could hear it through the thin walls. She quickly tossed the shirt back on the floor and took her own shirt off as she stood up. As soon as the door opened, she covered herself and faked shock, "What are you doing?! I'm changing in here, pervert!"
He turned beet red and slammed the door, "Shit! I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" She giggled quietly, more ammunition for her torture.
"Pervy, pervy Andy..." She whispered, supposing she really should get dressed for the day. She took off her pajama pants, hooked a bra on, and threw on a black brassiere. She pulled some cargo pants up over her shapely ass, and finally, her choker.
The woman walked back to the bathroom and put on her eyeliner and did her hair. Her brother leered over at her from the couch, "We're not going out y'know. I don't get why you put on makeup everyday."
"I like to look pretty, fuckface, it's no different than your girly skincare." she smirked at him flipping her off, "Only difference is I actually look good when I'm done with it."
Ashley sauntered into the living room where Andy was sprawled on the couch watching some shitty romcom, and she flopped on the couch to join him, resting her head on his bony thigh. "Uggo." she teased, her brother responding by lightly flicking her on the forehead.
There they remained for the rest of the day, watching movies on tape they rented a decade ago and never returned, eating half of the box of popcorn bags that was delivered to them that morning. Ashley was in heaven, sitting there with Andy, getting to rest her body against his. As the sun set across the skyline outside their balcony, he threw a blanket over them and huddled closer into her for warmth.
Then the phone rang.
Andy stood up and strode for the phone, Ashley reached out and attempted to catch the ghost leaving her embrace.
"Hey, Julia." He said into the cream white phone with a dorky smile. "It's been pretty good, how's your day been?... Oh, that's too bad...". She sat there on the couch, starring daggers into the back of her brother's head as he continued to talk.
"Oh?... oh~..." he rasped, "Black sweatshirt and gray jeans, like always... what are you wearing?"
He turned back around and glared at his sister. He mouthed the words "Room. Now." and pointed at their room. She shook her head, and he yelled "Go to bed!". Slowly, she got up and walked over to the bedroom. As she did, she could hear Andy say to his girlfriend, "Yeah, sorry. She can get annoying sometimes..."
Ashley slammed her body into bed and started punching her pillow over and over, before throwing it against their dresser. She laid there, depressed; why couldn't he love her like he loved that whore?
-
Several hours had passed since Andy and his bimbo girlfriend were having phone sex. It was about four in the morning, and they were both pretending to be asleep. Ashley stared at the ceiling until she heard the soft, rapid movement of bedding from across the room. Her brother was jerking off, even though he had just came while on the phone with Julia a few hours ago.
His masturbation addiction had reactivated while they were in quarantine. It was annoying and gross, but at the same time, Ashley found his attempts to hide his moans very cute.
"Mmph..." he groaned, "Leyley... fuck...".
She didn't imagine that, did she?
Holy shit. He was jerking off to the thought of her.
He took a glance over at her, only to see his sister staring back at him with big pink doe eyes. She fluttered her eyelashes a bit to make herself look especially innocent and coy. "Good morning, big brother~" she sensually said.
Andy looked like he was gonna throw up and scream at the same time. "Shit..." he whispered.
"What are you doing under there?" she walked over to his bed and stroked her hand across his leg.
He quickly pulled up his sleep shorts from under the covers, "Nothing!", he ran to the bathroom and locked the door. What a pussy.
She went to the living room and called Julia. It went to voicemail, as it was four in the morning.
"Hey, this is Julia! Leave a message at the beep, if you want to."
Beep
"You will never be good enough for him." She whispered into the phone. "He will never love you like he loves me. You don't know half the things I do. I'm all of Andrew's deepest, darkest secrets that he will never tell a whore like you."
Beep
She had been doing this since a month after him and Julia started dating. She despised that bitch with every fiber of her tar soul. She dialed again.
"Hey, this is Julia! Leave a message at the beep, if you want to."
Beep
"Just die already, you stupid cunt. He just thinks of you as another hole. He's had dozens of floozies just like you. What makes you think you're special to him? What makes you think you're better than me?"
Beep
This went on for about ten minutes, when Andy walked out of the bathroom. He couldn't look her in the eye, which made her smirk. They snuck back into their bedroom and laid back in their respective beds. Ashley felt her brother loom over her, and she half hoped he'd reenact whatever filthy things he was thinking about.
"Can I sleep with you?" He asked quietly in a shaky voice.
"In what way?" She teased.
"Sleep. I want to fall asleep next to you. Nothing else." It was like he had to convince himself that's all he wanted.
She pulled her covers up and he crawled in, wrapping his arms around her and pulling him close. Her face was buried in the crook of his neck and she could do nothing but breathe his scent. He belonged to her, only her, and she loved it.
She hoped it could stay like this forever.



Chapter 2: Leave a Message at the Beep
Chapter Text
ANDREW
Andrew was two years old when his baby sister was brought home from the hospital. He dragged her around like a doll everywhere he went, and by the time she could walk, she followed him around like a dog. At the ages of seven and five respectively, they were going on adventures across their north European city. Their mother used to joke that they were Siamese twins, with how attached they were.
They did everything together: playdates, birthday parties, even brushing their teeth. Ashley was excited to start school, but threw a fit more destructive than a hurricane when she found out she and her brother would be in separate classes. Andrew raised money with Boy Scouts through exploiting his sister's adorable smart aleck remarks and angelic looks by dragging her along on his fundraising missions.
All of this cute, picturesque sibling comradery would end when they found Nina's body in that crate in the warehouse they always played in. Andrew was the one who found her when he was trying to let her out; her fingernails splintered more than the wood, her eyes sunken and face damp with tears. He had used every ounce of strength in his elementary body not to vomit at the grim sight. Ashley used her brother's state to convince him to never, ever leave her side or pay attention to anything other than her.
At the age of thirteen, Andrew was gifted a portable CD player from a friend, which he used to listen to Nirvana, The Smiths, and The Cure. Ashley smashed the player under her foot after he ignored her one too many times. At the age of sixteen, Andrew joined his school's theater department. He got the lead role, but Ashley snubbed and humiliated him until he quit the night before the show opened.
Andrew pursued literature in the final years of his education, even getting into his country's top university (though, as a poor, small country, that wasn't saying much) to get a degree. He came home for a holiday, and had been trapped within the small apartment since, with the government claiming there had been a water contamination.
Andrew awoke to his sister's soft cooing snores. She was laying on top of him, her head was nestled into his chest, her arms were wrapped so tightly around him, it was difficult to remember who always needed who for comfort at night. Though he was only able to see the back half of her body, he silently worshiped her. He petted at her raven hair and softly massaged the small of her back. She was so beautiful and soft, it was almost laughable to think this cherub is who caused him so much misery and anguish.
His eyes trailed further down her body to her pajama-clad ass. He knew he was a hypocrite, talking about killing that security guard for eyeing up Ashley, when he did worse on a daily basis. He didn't just love Ashley, he didn't just adore her, he lusted for her. He knew it was wrong, and that's what made it even more exciting for him.
It was so perverted, so degenerate, so taboo.
He used the hand that was on her back to tiptoe down and gently cup her cheek before rubbing her thigh. Her azalea eyes slowly opened, she smiled at the sight of her brother, but her thin lips slowly twisted into her signature devilish smirk as she felt his hand against her hip.
She wiggled her ass, "Checking out the merchandise, hmm?"
"Fuck off, freak." Blush began to invade his face, "I don't get why you have to make everything so weird."
That had upset her; she leapt up and slammed her hands down on the mattress, Andrew's head right between her arms with her above him in a plank position. "I am so tired of you pretending you're not into me, Andy. Don't think I didn't hear the name you were moaning last night."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"'Oh, Leyley! Oh, fuck, Leyley!', That shit." She mocked.
His face was bright red now, "I.. I was saying 'Lola'." Lola was the girl from the smutty book he was reading.
"Mhm, sure."
They laid, staring into each others eyes, cloudy pink skies staring into choppy green waters, both desperately fighting off the urge to have their lips and tongues collide like tectonic plates. It was silent for a minute, until Andrew pressed his hand against her face and pushed her off.
"I have shit to do, get off me." He walked out of the room.
"What, gotta go think about 'Lola' some more?"
"Shut your whore mouth!"
She sat on the bed, simultaneously enraged and aroused. It didn't help that the hand that was in her face was the one that he had used to pleasure himself the previous night.
-
ASHLEY
Andy had been weird around her all day, and he smoked more than he ever had before. She could've sworn she saw him with two in his mouth at one point. He was on the balcony all day, only going in to make a sandwich and grab a beer or two. Or three. While he was in rooting around in the fridge for another can, Ashley grabbed his attention.
"Are you mad at me or something?"
"No?" He huffed, cracking open the can.
"Then why are you smoking like a detective in a shitty noir movie and walking around with a stick up your ass?"
He was silent. Obviously no answer came to his head that wasn't her being right about him wanting to rail her into the wall until her pelvis breaks.
"It's just, getting to me. The quarantine stuff."
He sat on the floor of the kitchen, backed up against a cabinet. She joined him on the tile.
"I know." She said softly, her teasing and mocking tone was left behind.
"I wanna finish college, Ashley. I wanna write books and plays, I wanna move out of this shit little country and go somewhere with some culture."
"Like where?"
"Paris. Or London, maybe New York? I don't know."
She wrapped her arm around his shoulders.
"It could be worse, at least you've got me!" She grinned.
"If you weren't here it'd be better."
He saw her smile fade and her eyes dart to the tile floor.
"That was meant to be a joke..." He whispered. He rested his head against hers, "Y'know, our iconic Graves siblings teasing?"
Her smile returned, though it wasn't as shiny and big.
"Yeah, yeah... do you..." She gulped, "Do you still love me? Like when we were kids?"
"What? Of course I do, Leyley. I'll always love you. You'll always be my... sister..." He sounded disappointed that they were relatives.
"Good. I love you too, Andy."
Andy kissed her on the forehead and she blushed. She pecked him on the cheek, which made him grab her and place her on his lap as he kissed her on the nose. It was a back and forth of loving little smooches for a good minute until the phone rang.
That damned phone. She swore one of these days she was gonna rip the cord out of the wall.
He got up and went to answer it, "Hi, Julia." He said as he took the phone and another box of cigarettes outside.
-
ANDREW
"My day's been alright, how's yours?"
"Bad... really bad." Julia sniffed. "I really needed to talk to you about something."
"What is it?" He lit up a cigarette and took a long drag from it, letting the numbness suffocate his energy and growing insanity.
"Your sister. She's been calling me every night for the last month, calling me all sorts of names, telling me you don't love me."
"The fuck? What does she call you?"
"A whore, a bitch, everything. Last night she told me I should just die."
Andrew paused and took another draw.
"I don't think I can be with you, Andrew. Not when she doesn't want us to be."
"What? N-no, I can tell her to stop. She'll listen."
"You keep saying that you'll tell her off but you never do. She scares me, Andrew. She scares me a lot."
Another deep pause.
"I love you, I really do, but I just can't be with someone who's okay with me getting threatened every night." Julia began to slowly sob. "Goodbye, Andrew."
The seconds that followed happened in a series of clicks. The first, Julia hanging up. The second, Andrew slamming the balcony door open. The third, him putting the phone back down into its holster on the table. The fourth, fifth, and sixth, were creaks of moaning floorboards as he hustled towards Ashley, still standing by the kitchen counter. The seventh was her back popping as she lurched back against the counter with her brother standing over her.
Green skies of an incoming storm pooled into the pink water reflecting a setting sun.
Andrew hoped an eighth click would arrive, one made through him snapping her scrawny, dainty neck.
"What in the name of God is wrong with you?" He asked, cigarette still in hand.
She pretended to be confused, "What?"
"Why the fuck have you been threatening Julia?"
"Because she doesn't deserve you!" She shouted. "She's just another whore trying to use you!"
"You've said that about every woman I've dated."
"Because every woman is just another whore. They all just want to steal you from me."
He stared her down with narrowing pupils. "Christ, you're sick in the head."
"Like you're any better."
He moved his hands up her body, pressing down on her upper chest, where her bones were pronounced.
"You've always been such a spoiled little brat, Ashley. You've broken everything I've ever had just because I wasn't spending every waking second worshiping a demon like you."
She smirked at him. It was always adorable to see him try and fight back. The smirk went away as she saw his hand go to her neck, and every feeling in her body was instantly replaced with the sharp burning of his cigarette on her flesh. Ashley bit back a scream, refusing to let her brother know she had been overpowered.
Once the little cancerous stick had suitably been put out on his little cancerous sister, Andrew stood up and gazed at his artwork. A black, ashy dot placed on her white skin, her own little portal to hell.
"You better learn your place, Ashley. Next time you break something of mine, It'll be in your eye."
He flicked the dead cigarette at her face and walked into their shared bedroom, leaving Ashley to ruminate with her back arched over the faux-granite counter.
-
ASHLEY
She had walked to the bathroom to admire her new dot in the mirror. It hurt like a bitch, but made her a little wet at the thought of Andy branding her like a heifer. Her vision went down to her collarbones, still porcelain and prominent juxtaposed against her thin little neck. No wonder Julia left, Andy couldn't even leave the bruises she wanted.
Ashley sauntered back to her bedroom and tried to enter, but the door was jammed. Unknown to her, Andy had shoved his desk chair under the knob.
"Andy?" She continued jiggling the knob. "This isn't funny, let me in."
"I don't feel like seeing your ugly face right now."
She fell to her knees in front of the door, trying to make sure he heard the thud. "Y-you think I'm ugly?" She choked out a sob.
The bedroom was silent.
"I knew it... you hate me... just like... l-like everyone else..."
The door opened and Andy stood over her knelt form. She was right at eye level with his crotch, just two thin layers of pajama and boxers from being able to finally cross the only border of intimacy they've yet to cross together.
"Damnit, don't cry." He muttered. "Fine. You can sleep in here."
She hesitantly stood up and walked into the bedroom. Her brother flopped down onto his bed, and Ashley joined him. She snuggled up into him and let out another psuedo-sob, making him place his big bony hand on the back of her skull and start rubbing her hair.
Still her good little doormat.
Nothing new under the sun.




Chapter 3: The Meat and Potatoes
Chapter Text
ANDREW
It had been three months since any contact with the outside world, two months since their parents had left, and about a month and a half since Andrew burned his sister's neck with a cigarette. Andrew was writing a romantic poem at his desk about two lovers killing each other when the door slammed open. Ashley stood at the door, proudly displaying a can of tomatoes she had found in the trash.
"Ta-da!" She said.
Andrew remained silent, clearly not the answer she was looking for.
"Excuse me, I said, 'ta-da!'!".
"We're not eating that." Andrew snapped. "It's the last scrap of food in the whole apartment. Hell knows when we're getting groceries again, so we gotta make that can last."
She whined, "But I'm hungryyyyyyyyyy."
"I am too, Ashley, but we have to ration our food."
Her lower lip curled and she made a noise like she had just seen her dog die. He sighed, stood up from his desk, looked into his sister's eyes and gave her a big closed-mouth grin before gently taking the can from her.
"Fine, we'll eat it."
She beamed; her smile was quickly ripped from her as he promptly placed the can on top of their dresser. "What the fuck, Andrew?!" Ashley yelled.
"Let me finish, idiot," he said, "we'll eat it later."
She crossed her arms and pouted as her brother walked back to his desk and continued to write. She attempted to stand on her toes to reach the can, but her hand was still a good four inches away from the top. "Why does he have to be so damn tall?" she thought to herself.
He stood back up and shoved her to the side, rifling through the dresser to grab some clothes before walking out of the bedroom.
"I'm gonna take a shower. Touch the tomatoes and I'll kill you."
"Sure you will." She blew a raspberry as he left.
-
ASHLEY
She immediately went back to attempting to grab the can of tomatoes. She tried everything; jumping, standing on a chair (the leg had broken when she stood on it), even trying to climb up the dresser shelves. Sadly, she exerted far too much energy for her malnourished body, and she began to see blurriness around the corners of her vision.
Before she passed out, she stumbled over to Andrew's bed and collapsed onto the mattress. Christ, every sheet and pillow reeked of him. The musk invading her nose mixed with her exhaustion made her feel like she was gonna go insane. She hoped he would walk in on her getting high off his scent and use her, make her do all the things he jerked off to doing.
She knew he was into kinky shit, she found his porn stash when they were younger. He had easily jerked off to everything from anal to zelophilia, and there was a certain category starting with 'I' that made up a hefty percentage of his stash. It was gross, and quite honestly his attempts at hiding it were pathetic, but those magazines were definitely her sexual awakening.
She passed out and woke up about thirty minutes later with Andy laying next to her in bed, reading a book. He had adjusted her in her sleep, placing her skinny arm around his shoulder and laying her on top of his body.
"A... Andy..." She whispered.
He looked down at her from his book. "Hmph, just as I was getting to the good part. I see the tomatoes are still there." he ruffled her hair, "Good girl."
She got wet at the praise.
"More." She said.
He gave her a puzzled look. "Compliment me more!" She demanded.
"Ah, my darling Ashley. How charming and beautiful, how wonderful she is at following the simplest of orders."
"More!"
"Truly, my miniscule mind is far too tiny to even comprehend the level of difficulty the task presented to her, and yet she completed it excellently. My radiant, stunning sister, bask in how her quips make even the most stone-faced bend, in how her beauty tempts the most devoted man, in how-"
She climbed up his body and put her hands around the back of his neck, pulling his face closer. Their lips met, and it felt like the world stopped. Andy closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her, before realizing what was happening and pushing her off him.
"What the hell, Ashley?!" He shouted.
"Don't act like you didn't like it." She grabbed the collar of his sweatshirt, pulled herself back onto him, and tried to lean in for another kiss. He cupped her face and stopped her.
"No, n-no, we can't be doing this. It's so wrong."
"I don't care, Andy, I really don't." She smiled evilly, "If its wrong, why does it feel so right?"
She saw his eyes lighten as she was pulled in for a deep kiss. He played with her hair, she felt up his bony chest, he caressed her hips, she grinded against him. Then, haunting music began to boom through the apartment.
This music had appeared before, the same melodramatic piano loop over and over and over again. Andy threw her off of him and stood up, "Why the hell does that piece of shit keep blaring his shitty music?!"
"Annndddddyyyyyy," she whined, "it doesn't matter, get back in bed."
"No, I'm tired of him." He huffed.
"Wanna go see what he's up to? It could be like one of our old adventures!"
He paused, "Why the hell not, I guess."
She hopped up and quickly walked out of the room, Andy grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her back into his chest.
"What just happened in bed, that did not happen. Alright? Never mention it again."
She nodded, and he gave her one last peck on the forehead. "Good girl."
Christ, he knew how to make her knees weak.
-
ANDREW
Andrew and Ashley walked out of their shared bedroom and stepped out onto their balcony. They couldn't just hop over the barrier onto their neighbor's balcony, the risk of plummeting to their shared death was too high. They went to their parents' abandoned bedroom, ripped the shelf off of the bookcase, and used it as a makeshift bridge. The plank worked surprisingly well; it was disturbingly sturdy, though that might've been because neither sibling weighed over 120 pounds.
They stared into the neighbor's apartment and saw him draw the last of a red pentagram along the wood floor. He chanted something in Latin as the looping piano swelled, swelled, swelled. The red liquid used for the sigils on the floor began to glow, as the candles on each of the pentagram's five points went out.
Black clouds of otherworldly smoke began to erupt from between the floorboards, and the wood splintered as a large hole began to open in the floor.
"GRAY SOUL." A gravelly voice boomed. It spoke as a thousand voices screeching at once. "WHAT HAVE YOU SUMMONED ME FOR."
"Please, let me out of here." The neighbor begged, throwing himself down onto his knees and clasping his hands in prayer. "I've been stuck here for months, my lord."
"WHAT DO YOU HAVE IN RETURN."
"I-I have nothing, my lord, but free me from this building and I can grant you anything you desire."
"VERY WELL."
The music began to swell again as the voice roared, causing the building to shake and the electricity to flicker. A plume of wispy gray smoke was exhaled by the man, his pupils went white, his skin began to grow pale, and once the whole wisp had left him, he collapsed onto the ground. The floor had reconstructed itself, and it appeared like nothing had happened.
Out of sheer fear for the man's safety, Andrew grabbed a chair from the balcony and smashed it through the glass door.
"Holy shit, holy shit, are you okay?" He asked, rushing over to the man.
"I don't think he is." Ashley joked.
"Shut the fuck up, Ashley."
They both stared at the corpse. "Y'know," Ashley started, "that is a lot of meat."
Andrew glared at his sister with disgust, "Jesus, you're such a freak." He muttered.
"You were the one making out with his own little sister, Andy." She teased.
He flipped her off before hiding his blush with his hand. "So, what? You wanna eat this guy?"
"Why not?"
"Because that's disgusting! It goes against nature! Humans aren't supposed to eat other humans!"
"Humans aren't supposed to eyefuck their sisters either, yet here you are doing it every day."
"One more out of you and I'll kill and eat you instead."
"Oh, Andy!" She jeered, "How bold of you!"
His hand curled into a fist as he rubbed his temple. "Shut the fuck up. Seriously, for once in your life, just drop it."
She rolled her eyes. "I don't see what's wrong with eating him, it's not like we killed him. Plus, we're gonna starve to death if we don't eat something. We have this sack of meat lying here right next door, and you don't want to eat even a single bite?"
Andrew looked back at the body and felt his mouth begin to water as he imagined a hearty steak dinner.
"Doesn't meat sound good, Andy? Steak, porkchops, burgers, a whole buffet of delicious meat," she whispered in his ear, "delicious, supple, tender meat."
He felt his stomach rumble. "How are we gonna get it over to our apartment? What if people see? What if the cops come? Dinner's not worth all that shit."
"We can hide the body in some garbage bags and carry him across the balconies."
"He's far too big to fit in a garbage bag."
Ashley wandered into the kitchen and grabbed a sharp, shiny meat cleaver. "Well then, get to chopping."
"You're really gonna make me chop up the body?"
"Of course! I'm far too delicate for that."
"You are the furthest thing from delicate, Ashley."
Her eyes got big and watery on command, "Please, Andy? Please cut up the meat for your precious little sister! I'm so hungry..." She lifted her shirt to display her flat stomach and exposed ribs, "I'm nothing but skin and bone, Andy! Are you really gonna let me starve? You're gonna starve your adorable little Leyley?"
He stared down at her pouty eyes and curled lip, sighing as he grabbed the knife from her. "The shit I do for you."
She smiled and got down on her knees to watch the process. He started with one of the arms, slicing across the shoulder until bone was exposed, eventually sawing through the bone with the cleaver. Ashley stared at her butcher brother, his snow skin speckled with red blood, and she unconsciously licked her lips.
-
ASHLEY
After an hour, the limbs were in bags in the Graves' freezer and the torso and head were stuffed inside the neighbor's own freezer. Ashley grabbed a leg from the freezer, plopped it on the counter, and sliced off a fatty chunk of thigh. She peeled off the skin, rinsed the flesh, and threw it on the pan. The yellow fat and red meat began to sizzle, and she couldn't be happier. Andy had gotten the tomatoes down from the dresser, and those were boiling in a pot on the stove.
After a few minutes, the meal was served. A delicious cut of meat served with boiled canned tomatoes.
"Oh, Andy!" Ashley called, "Dinner's ready!"
Andy walked in slowly. "So we're really eating a human?"
"No, I thought we could just let him stay in our freezer for a bit- Yes we're eating him, dumbass."
He sat down at the small table as Ashley placed a plate in front of him. As disgusted as he was, he had to admit, it looked and smelled down right delectable. She joined him at the table with her own plate.
"Doesn't it just look delicious, Andy? I make a great housewife."
Their eyes flickered between each other and the plates, and before the thoughts of guilt could reach her mind, Ashley said, "Well, bon appetit."
She stabbed a bit with her fork and ate it, instantly falling in love with the taste. Andy poked at the meat until eventually mustering up the gall to take a bite. He immediately felt like he was gonna vomit, but held it down and swallowed. It was a strange taste; sour and bitter at first, but with a twinge of sweet that he doubted most would be able to see. Ah, it was just like his sister.
"Not bad, a bit weird, but I-" He paused as he looked up to see Ashley, who had abandoned the fork and was gnawing on the steak with her bare hands. "You're such a freak."
"I don't wanna hear it," she burped, "now eat your dinner."
And they did.



Chapter 4: Breaking Point
Chapter Text
ASHLEY
Close, touchy sibling relationships become less and less cute and more and more frowned upon as siblings aged, and Andy and Ashley were not an exception to this rule. The adults oohing and awing at the little seven year old bawling over having to spend a moment apart from her big brother quickly became high schoolers laughing at the fourteen year old for being an 'incestuous freak' while holding her brother's hand and getting walked to class.
In fact, a rumor had started during Andy's last year of public school that he fucked Ashley, building up to him giving a big announcement in the cafeteria that he would rather kill himself than sleep with her. Obviously, that did wonders for her self esteem.
They largely ignored the unspoken social rule that siblings were to, at best, tolerate each other when it came to their private lives. Andy always needed someone to sleep next to when his nightmares got too bad, always needed a hug after an anxiety attack, and Ashley was always there for him. Of course, she had her needs too, mostly using him for praise and verbal affection, though she didn't hate the physical stuff.
His nightmares had gotten worse with the quarantine, he'd been sleeping in her bed almost every night since it began. He never told her anything about them, and always just shut down after a bit of pestering. She didn't mind his need, it was cute, and she got to be near him. Very, very near him. She spent every night drowning in his musky scent, fighting off the urge to make out with him.
The night after he popped a man's limbs off and ate human flesh for dinner was no different. In fact, it seemed to make his nightmares worse, for some reason.
Ashley woke up with Andy's arms wrapped tightly around her, pulling her into his body. She stared up at his sleeping face, his pale white features contrasting against his mess of black hair so perfectly. He whisper-moaned a quiet "Mmm" and she felt him start to get a boner underneath her. His hard cock was throbbing against her thigh.
"Christ," she thought, "how fucking big is he?"
She readjusted her position so that his bulge was between her legs, pulsing against her pussy. Once again, the only thing separating them was their stupid pajamas. She bucked her hips against him, making him whimper.
"Fuuuuuckkkkkk" She moaned, grinding against him rhythmically.
She watched him squirm and stir awake. "L-Leyley?" He whispered, slowly opening his eyes.
"Good morning, big brother!" She said in a sing-song voice, "My really, really big brother..." She attempted to wrap her fingers around the girthy bulge.
He winced and shoved her off of his body, "No, A-Ashley, we can't fucking do that."
"Come ooonnnnnnnnnn, you like it." She teased.
"We're siblings, we-"
"We ate a man's corpse and you're scared of getting laid?"
He seemed to tense up even more. "We are not having sex, Ashley. End of story."
He stood up and walked to the restroom, presumably to jerk off thinking of having sex with his sister. Again, what a pussy.
Ashley walked over to the balcony and looked over the city's skyline, taking in the cool air. She glanced over to the plank of wood that connected their balcony to their neighbor's, and she crawled over. Entering the apartment, the smell of gore flooded her nose, making her cover the lower half of her face with her shirt.
She explored the apartment. Rustling through demonic books, sketches of runes, and documents, she didn't find anything of interest. She found a few hundred bucks in the man's jacket, though, which she pocketed.
There was a knock at the door. "Hey, buddy?" It was Warden Adamms, "You alright? Haven't heard from you in a bit."
He fumbled with the door's lock, and Ashley dove into the closet to hide. The warden entered the apartment and his jaw dropped as he saw the scene. "Jesus fucking Christ."
Blood was splattered everywhere, it reeked of decaying meat, and there was a massive pentagram sprawled across the floor. The warden began to investigate, flipping through the same books and documents that Ashley flipped through, until he got to the closet.
He opened the closet to see Ashley cowering, he looked shocked, but his face slowly turned into a menacing smirk. He placed his hand on the back of her head, and the other one reached for his belt.
Before he could unzip his pants, a hand grabbed his chin and made him look up. A second hand reached around and slit his throat with the cleaver. The man flopped to the floor like a sack of hammers with blood spewing from his neck. Andy glared down at his sister, who was even more afraid now. He crouched down to meet her eye level.
"You alright?" He asked in his syrupy voice.
She nodded, and Andy reached out his hand for her to take. "C'mon, Leyley, let's go play."
Slowly, she took his hand and she was pulled out of the cupboard onto her feet. Andy rifled through the warden's pockets, taking his ID card and walkie-talkie. "Grab whatever shit you want from the apartment, we're leaving."
-
ANDREW
Andrew grabbed Ashley by the arm and dragged her into the hallway of the apartment complex. He saw the wooden planks securing the doors and his brow furrowed.
"Why the fuck do they need us locked up like this?" He muttered.
"Doesn't matter. Let's get out of here."
"Wait," Andrew pointed, "the security room."
They walked into the security room, a glorified closet with a computer monitor displaying the cameras' visions. Andrew smashed the monitor and stomped on the tower until it was unsalvageable. Ashley looked at the Post-It notes on the wall. One of them read, in big, black ink: "Reminder! Tenants are NEVER to be let out of their rooms or given extra food!", a second note read, "The woman from 302 being hot does NOT count as an exception, Adamms."
Andrew looked over at her, "Well, camera footage should be taken care of, but there's a guard on the second floor." They walked out of the closet and towards the elevator. He swiped the ID card on the elevator's lock, and the rusted old doors screeched open.
After a short ride accompanied by an annoying, yet admittedly catchy jazz riff, the pair were on the third floor. Like their own floor, all the apartments were boarded and locked, except for one: Apartment 302. Andrew knocked on the door, and after a defeated-sounding "Come in!", he entered.
The sloppily-dressed woman on the bed looked surprised at the monochrome siblings that entered her apartment. "Who the hell are you?" She asked.
"Doesn't matter, do you want to get out of here?" Andrew asked, Ashley tugging at his sleeve for them to leave.
"Why would I want to do that? I have food, I have games, this place is nice!"
Ashley glanced around the apartment; ramen cups, candy wrappers, and lots of used condoms. "They actually bring you food?" Andrew asked.
"Duh." The woman said, "All you gotta do is ask nicely."
"Like 'bend over and open wide' nicely?" Ashley smirked. He elbowed her in the ribs.
"Fuck you. Get the hell out. Both of you."
They left and Andrew sighed, resting against the wall. "How are we gonna deal with that other guard?"
"Maybe the demon could help." Ashley muttered.
"The demon? Like that guy was summoning?"
"What other demon could I possibly be talking about."
"I'm just saying, it didn't work out for him."
"Because he didn't have an offering! If we can lure the warden into the room with all the runes and shit, we can get the demon to eat his soul!"
"That's," he paused, "not a terrible idea. But how are we gonna get him up there?"
Ashley gestured to the apartment they were just kicked out of. "We can lure him up there with the promise of getting his dick wet, it's pretty clear the wardens have been using her for that. Just make her talk into the walkie-talkie, get him in the room, and I'll be up there waiting to summon the demon!"
Andrew nodded, handing the walkie-talkie to his sister and reentering the room with the cleaver.
"You again? I thought I told you to get out!" The woman yelled, standing up from her bed. Andrew sprinted towards her, holding the knife against her neck. "Shut the fuck up." He growled.
Ashley sauntered up to the woman, holding the walkie-talkie. "We need the other warden to be in Apartment 401, got that? So you're gonna ask nicely, bend over and open wide nicely, to get him up there."
"And why the hell would I do that, you fucking psycho!?"
She felt the icy metal slice the shallowest bit into her jugular.
"The lady asked you to do something," Andrew whispered, "I suggest you do as she says."
The woman gulped as Ashley turned the walkie-talkie on and shoved it in her face.
"H-Hey, uh, handsome!" She stuttered, "Wanna have a good time?"
The voice from the other end answered. "Hell yeah, baby, where at?"
"Me and the other warden are up in Apartment 401!"
"I'll be right up."
Ashley turned it off and grinned, "Was that so hard? Now, I'm gonna go up there. Andy, you keep that knife on her neck."
He nodded and watched as she walked out of the apartment.
-
ASHLEY
She quickly ran into the apartment, turned on the music, grabbed the book with all the information on the demonic shit, and hid in the corner with the lights off. After a minute, she heard the door creak open.
"Hey, Jess? Adamms? Where the hell are y'all? I can't see anything with the lights off-" The warden stepped in the puddle of his coworker's blood, "Adamms? Holy fuck, Adamms!?"
Ashley whispered the Latin phrase written in the book and black smoke began to billow from between the floorboards as the runes lit up once again.
"What the hell..." The warden asked as the wood began to splinter and break as the smoke continued to spill into the room.
"WHAT HAVE YOU SUMMONED ME FOR." The voice demanded.
"Kill him!" Ashley screamed. "Take his soul!"
The music got louder as a puff of smoke was ripped out of the warden's throat, he was dropped on the ground as his skin grew paler and paler. The demon looked fed and happy, and it turned around to face Ashley. Its dozens of red eyes examined her, and the middle one, the largest one, opened wide.
"TAR SOUL." It boomed.
"Y-yes?" She answered.
"YOUR KIND IS VERY RARE, AND VERY, VERY POWERFUL. TAKE MY TALISMAN, I WILL CONTACT YOU AT A LATER DATE."
The smoke reentered the floor and the wooden planks fixed themselves, and a small spiral of roots and feathers laid on the ground in the middle of the pentagram. Ashley picked it up and looked over at the newly dead warden, pocketing the money from his wallet and his gun.
She walked out of the room and back down to Apartment 302. "Oh, Andy!" She sang, entering the room, instantly spotting the woman's decapitated body on the bed, with Andy sat in the corner eating a cup of noodles.
"What the fuck happened?"
"She tried to start shit, tried to shoot me with a nailgun."
Ashley looked over at the pile of unfinished furniture with the nailgun lying on top, exactly where it was earlier.
"Ah, I get it." She glared at her brother. "You fucked her."
"What?" He yelled, standing up.
"You always do this, Andy! The second I let you out of my sight you're sticking your dick in some floozy, you're a fucking nymphomaniac!"
"I'm not celibate, Ashley, I- I didn't fuck her!"
"Mhm, sure. Why can't you ever pay attention to me anymore? Am I not pretty enough?"
"Why the hell are you like this?" He sighed, "You're so fucking exhausting."
He walked to the door to leave, "Where are you going?" She asked.
"I'm leaving."
"Without me?"
"Yes, without you. You can stay here and whine all you want about the fact that I have sex."
"You think you can just leave me?" She grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him back. "You think you don't fucking need me? You think-"
"Of course I fucking think, Ashley!" He screamed, "I think because I'm the one who has to! You can get away with acting like a goddamn retard all day because you have me to clean up after you! But what did I get when it comes to siblings? What the hell did I get? I got a bratty tumor of a little sister who dresses like a prostitute and does nothing but annoy the hell out of me! Why the hell would I need you?"
She brushed back tears. "You need me because you need someone to blame, Andy. That's the only thing keeping you sane." She clung to the collar of his sweatshirt. "You need someone to blame because if you had to admit to yourself you did all this, you'd go crazy. Well guess what, Andy, you did it! You killed that woman!" She poked him in the chest. "You killed the warden!" She poked him again. "And you locked Nina in that box-"
He wrapped his long, skeletal fingers around her neck and slammed her into the wall.
"Shut the fuck up." He bashed her head into the drywall with every word to emphasize the sentence.
"What are you gonna do, Andy?" She smiled her famous shit-eating grin, "Kill me too?"
"Maybe I should."
She felt his hands tighten, his palms and thumbs threatening to collapse her windpipe.
"You've been a thorn in my side since the moment you were born. Give me one good reason why I shouldn't fucking kill you."
"Y... You can't sleep without me! I'm the only one who can make the nightmares go away!"
"That's funny, you're the reason they're there in the first place."
They stared into each other for a solid minute. "I'd, I'd like to go now," She coughed, "with you."
"I would to. The thing is, you're pissing me off so much right now, and if I let you go, you'd just throw another fit later. It'd be so much better for me to just kill you right here."
"...Please let me go... please, Andy." She sobbed. "I-I love you."
His grip loosened and she dropped to her knees, heaving air.
"Can it, can it just be us?" She swallowed.
"As long as you behave."
"I'll behave if you behave, isn't that how it goes?"
He stared down at her. He saw the beginnings of a deep blue bruise hiding behind her choker.
"Who knows with you." He grabbed and picked her up. "And drop the stupid Andy and Leyley shit."
"Huh?"
"Andy's a spineless wimp, and Leyley... Christ, I despise Leyley. They're gonna die here so we can leave, alright?"
She looked at the floor and nodded. He stroked her hair, "You confuse me, Ashley. Let's get out of here."
-
ANDREW
Hours had passed, and Andrew and Ashley were sleeping in a trashy motel. They only had one room, and to Andrew's dismay, it was a single. He slept on the couch and let his sister get the bed.
He was having a horrific nightmare. He stood at the mirror of their apartment's bathroom, staring at his face. His left eye had been gouged out. Walking to their shared bedroom, he noticed the floor of their living space was covered in pentagrams and drawings of rabbits. In their bedroom, Ashley was laying in bed with her mouth sewn shut.
He walked up to her, drew the cleaver from his side, and stabbed into her chest.
Andrew awoke in a freezing sweat, immediately getting up to rush to the bathroom and vomit. He purged his insides of everything he had eaten in the past week, which wasn't much. He stood back up and walked back into the room, staring at his sleeping sister. It was hard to tell, but she wasn't wearing her choker. The dark bruise that wrapped around her neck was nearly identical.
He was horrified of what he'd done, and he stepped outside. Reaching into the pockets of his jeans, he fished out a cigarette and his trusty lighter, flicking on the flame and letting the nicotine bury his sorrows.
He heard Ashley wake up and join him on the metal patio.
"What's wrong?"
"...I'm so fucked in the head."
"I know." She giggled. He glared down at her, making her drop it. "Sorry."
They stood in silence for a while before Ashley opened her mouth. "And-," She caught herself, "-drew, Andrew, do you think I'm pretty?"
"What kind of question is that?"
"Just answer it. Please."
He took a long draw from his cigarette. "I do. I think you're really pretty."
She smiled. It wasn't an evil smirk or a mocking grin, it was genuine happiness. "I think you're pretty too." She hugged him from behind.
He turned around and wrapped his arms around her, flicking the cigarette into the parking lot. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the lips, and he pulled her closer into the kiss.
Ashley hopped up and wrapped her legs around his waist, and he walked back into the motel room and flopped onto the bed with her on top of him. They continued to make out, their kisses were nearing on violent. Andrew bit Ashley on the neck, making her whimper as he pulled his black sweatshirt over his head.
His fingers ran down her stomach and went underneath her shorts, rubbing against her pussy.
"Fuck, Andrew..." She moaned.
He inserted two fingers, a very difficult task due to his fingers' length and her tightness. She was slowly becoming a moaning mess on top of him as he continued to pepper her neck, shoulders, and jaw with hickeys and bites. His thumb found her clit, and she was done for, she was putty in his hands. It was surprising to Andrew, watching this devil, who for all his life had been an untamable force, submit to his hand.
"Cute." He muttered.
He licked up her neck, stopping at her ear. "You're loving this, aren't you?" He whispered directly into her ear, "You're getting off to the fact that your brother's fingering you. You're such a filthy degenerate."
"I'm close." She whined.
"Cum for me, Ashley. Be a good girl."
She did as she was told, spraying her juices all over his fingers, which he promptly brought up to his mouth and licked clean. He pressed his saliva and ecstasy covered fingers against her mouth, and she opened, tasting the sinful combination.
They laid there for a while. "I love you, Andy." She said.
The silence was deafening.
"Are you not gonna say it back?"
"I will when you say my real name." He demanded.
"Last I checked, Andy was your real name."
Andrew stood up and walked back over to the couch.
"Get over yourself, it's just a nickname!"
"It was the one fucking thing I asked of you, Ashley! And you couldn't even do that right. God, you're such a disappointment."
They both had trouble going back to sleep.



Chapter 5: Motel California
Chapter Text
The door to the motel creaked open and the outside world exhaled into the small room. A withering breath of winter, a few dead leaves, and the smell of the city's smog invaded the motel, and at the door stood a figure. Black leather boots clacked against the linoleum, gently enough not to wake up the figure's prey. The figure was a man, blonde, thirty-something, wearing boots, a gray hoodie, and blue jeans. Black, reflective sunglasses and a gray half-mask covered his face.
He stepped towards the couch where Andrew was sleeping, looming over the boy as he softly breathed. The man took out a switchblade and plunged it into his neck; Andrew tried to scream, but his face was covered by a black leather glove.
"Shh, shh, shh." The man cooed. "Shouldn't've ran away."
He took another step, facing towards a sleeping Ashley. Juxtaposed to her brother, she snored quite loudly when she was in deep slumber. The pocketknife dragged along her neck, cutting open her jugular and having little rivulets of blood trickle down.
-
ASHLEY
Ashley woke up with wide eyes and a racing heart. Just a nightmare, just a nightmare, right? She felt a burning in her pocket. It was the strange talisman the demon had given her, it was scorching, it felt like it could explode into a flame at any moment.
She looked over at the clock, 7:43. Andy, or Andrew as he wanted to be called, was sitting on the couch with the TV on. It had some story playing about an apartment building burning down.
"Is that our apartment building?"
He looked over at her, a strange mix of disgust and regret in his eyes, "Yeah, it is. Apparently it caught fire last night."
"Must've left the stove on before we left." She joked.
"News is saying it was arson."
"Who the hell had such a grudge against our shitty little apartment building?"
He shrugged, "Hell if I know."
Ashley got up from bed and slumped down on the couch next to her brother. "I had a weird dream."
"I don't care." He groaned.
"Well, you should." She got the talisman out from her pocket and displayed it in her hand. "I think it had something to do with this."
"What the fuck is that thing? It looks like a dead bird."
"I got it from our demon friend!" She exclaimed. Not a normal sentence that a normal person would say. "He said he'd use it to contact me, he said I'm powerful and special."
Andrew stared at her, vision shifting beat by beat to the weird item. "So, what? Did you see your chakras aligning or whatever hippie bullshit that's supposed to do?"
"No, I saw us getting stabbed to death by a man in a gray hoodie."
He paused, "What?"
"I think it was a vision, it was in this hotel room."
"How do you know its a vision?"
"I never said I knew it, dumbass, I said I think it's a vision."
Andrew grabbed the item from her hand and examined it. It was a cluster of feathers and roots surrounding a cut of wood in the shape of an eye. Certainly some demonic looking shit.
"So the demon's saying there's someone that's gonna kill us? Or is it like, symbolism? That we're heading for imposing danger?"
"God, not everything is a metaphor."
"Yeah, but typically you gotta like, interpret the vision or whatever. At least, that's what happens in books and movies."
"Whatever, I'm hungry. Let's get some breakfast."
-
ANDREW
Worry began to creep up Andrew's neck as he thought deeper about his sister's dream, and reading the newspaper's article about their old apartment building burning down didn't help matters. He picked apart every word, only breaking out of his trance to look at Ashley scarfing down pancakes.
"Slow down," He said, "you're eating like a pig."
She flipped him off and continued eating. As she swallowed the last of her fourth pancake, she reached over the diner table to swipe some of Andrew's bacon. He promptly smacked her hand, just enough to sting.
"Ow! What the fuck, Andrew?" She yelped.
"Language. We're in public."
She rubbed her hand, "Why are you talking like a dad?"
"I'd like to not draw attention to ourselves. I know you hate responsibility, but someone has to take it in this relationship."
"So this is a relationship now?" She smirked.
He folded the paper and put it on the table. "Brother and sister relationship. Get your mind out of the gutter."
She wrapped her feet around her brother's ankle under the table. "If we were just brother and sister, we wouldn't do half the things we've done together, Andy~"
"Don't start." He huffed, softly kicking her in the leg to get her off of him, making her pout. He took a bite of mediocre, overcooked eggs and looked at the booth in the far corner of the diner. There sat a man in a gray hoodie and black sunglasses, gray mask pulled below his chin as he sipped coffee.
"Hey, what did the guy in your dream look like?"
"Gray hoodie, sunglasses, I wanna say he was blonde."
"He's in the restaurant, he's looking right at us."
"What?" She turned to look behind her.
"Don't fucking look, dumbass!" He whisper-shouted.
"What happened to watching our language?"
"Hush, we gotta get out of here."
He stood up, slid thirty dollars on the table, grabbed Ashley by the forearm, and walked out of the diner with her in tow. They went to a corner store, Andrew intending to buy lunch and dinner there, and hunkering down in the motel for the rest of the day. Ashley was laying on the cart, limbs spread out with her torso sunken into the plastic.
"Push me, Andy!" She ordered.
"Can you act like an adult for once in your miserable life?"
"I said, push me."
He sighed, wheeling her down the aisle, trying to avoid eye contact with the customers gawking at them. "They have sandwiches, does that sound good?" He asked, grabbing a plastic-wrapped sandwich off of the refrigerated shelf. She nodded, Andrew grabbed four turkey and cheese sandwiches, and dropped them on Ashley's stomach.
"Why the hell did you throw food on me?"
"You're in the fucking cart, dumbass. If you don't want food on you, get up."
She groaned, not wanting to get up. Andrew put his hands under her arms and pulled her up, placing her on her feet. They continued shopping, he grabbed some chips, some cigarettes; Ashley tugged on his sleeve, holding a case of soda.
"Can we get this?"
"It's like ten dollars a box. You can either have soda or you can have dinner tonight."
"But it's limited edition!"
"Soda or dinner."
"Fine," She whined, putting the box back on the shelf. "you're being a bitch."
"And you're being a child. Apple cinnamon soda sounds disgusting anyway."
-
ASHLEY
Hours had passed and they were back at the motel. Andrew was smoking on the patio, again, and Ashley was left to sit on the bed and eat her dinner, the exact same sandwich that was her lunch. She was flipping through a magazine she had taken from the motel's lobby. He walked back into the room, shoving the lighter back in his pocket.
"Y'know, smoking makes you impotent, right? Says so right here." She pointed to the article she was reading.
"Why should I care? It seems pretty likely I'm not meeting any women on this excursion."
"I'm just saying, all your whores would be pretty disappointed when you can't get it up because you sucked on too many cigarettes."
"I don't have any 'whores'."
"And I intend to keep it that way."
"Whatever, I got you a gift from the vending machine, but if you're gonna keep being such a brat I won't give it to you."
Her eyes lit up, "A gift?"
He reached back into his pocket and tossed her a can of soda. It was the apple cinnamon soda she begged for at the store.
"Aww, how thoughtful!" She purred. "What do you want in return? My virginity?"
Andy blushed, "What? No! That's... wait, you're a virgin?"
"Yeah? I mean, I've never had a boyfriend before, never really hung out with anyone besides you. Hell, I've barely ever been out of your sight."
"I just didn't think you were one, I mean, you're..." He trailed off.
"I'm what? Hot?"
"Let's go with that, I guess."
She grinned, "You think I'm hot."
He sat down on the couch and flipped the TV back on, "Yeah, yeah, sure."
She flopped down next to him and laid her head on his shoulder. Andy found a movie to watch, it was some shitty action movie. They snacked on chips and watched the movie get progressively worse and worse. Cheap CGI explosions, unrealistic amounts of blood, shit dialogue, everything Ashley loved in a movie. Eventually, as the sun set outside, the two main characters of the film (a very buff guy and a woman who was half naked for the whole thing) began to undress. Andrew watched in disgust as the actress moaned and screamed under her male counterpart, Ashley found the scene hilarious.
"There's no way he's that good in bed." She laughed, readjusting her body to lay with her head in his lap.
"How the hell would you know?"
"Look at that! How he's moving his hips and shit, he's barely doing anything! Plus, he's ugly."
"Eh, I don't know. He looks alright."
She sneered up at him. "Are you gay?"
"N-No," he stammered, "I just can understand when a man looks good."
"Sure, fairy. How can you think he's attractive? He's too muscular, he's bald, he looks like he's on steroids!"
"Aren't girls supposed to like muscles or something?"
"I don't, I like skinny boys." She looked back at the screen. "Do you think she's hot?"
"Not really, never really been into blondes."
Ashley tried to hide her smile, "Oh, yeah? What kind of hair do you like?"
"Black hair." He slowly stroked her own hair.
"Mmm," She crooned and sat up, straddling his lap, "you like girls with black hair? What about girls with pink eyes?"
"They're alright. I only really know one girl with pink eyes and she's kind of a bitch." He smirked, laughing softly as he saw her frown.
"Forgot you're more into guys anyway, queer."
He smacked her upside the head with a mysteriously-stained throw pillow. She threw herself to the ground with a dejected whine, and, after she saw him stand and raise the cushion above his head like he planned to strike again, scurried to the bed to arm herself with the two pillows on it.
She knocked him in the jaw with one before hitting him with the other, he hit her on her temple. Ashley pushed him back, and he fell on the floor, laughing. She smiled and threw one of her pillows, hitting him in the face. She then proceeded to beat him relentlessly with the second.
"Not fair!" He grinned. "You have two!"
"Whining's not gonna get you anywhere, Andy!"
He grabbed the pillow she'd thrown and smacked her with it, and she fell on top of him with an exaggerated "Oof!"
They laid there, one on top of the other, giggling and laughing like kids. The laughter died down, and Andrew grabbed her by the head and pulled her up to kiss her. She was surprised, typically he had to be coaxed into this type of thing with lies of it "not being that bad". Ashley leaned into the kiss, and their lips eventually parted with a tether of spit still connecting them.
"I love you, Ashley."
"I love you too, Andy." She breathed in content.
"Wrong name." He growled.
"What? Are you still going on with this Andrew shit?"
He gripped her ponytail and yanked it, making her stare at the ceiling with a yelp. "Let me remind you, keep calling me by someone else's name, and you'll end up with another bruise." He rubbed her neck with a sweetness that felt oh so sickening placed next to the threat. "Do you understand?"
"Y-Yes..."
"Yes, what?" He pulled further and harder.
"Yes, Andrew!" She keened.
Andrew let go of her hair and gently pet her on the back of the head. "That's better. You promised you'd behave, Ashley, and I know you don't wanna see what happens when you break a promise."
She wiped the tears that threatened to leak. "You think this is me misbehaving? I could be so much worse, Andy. You wanna see me misbehave?"
"I'd love to see you try." He smirked evilly. Andrew slowly rose to his feet, grabbing his sister by the hair and pulling her up to stand. "Just remember, you're only a few strikes away from me leaving you. You don't want that, do you? You'd have no one."
The dam broke and tears were starting to run down her face.
"Your parents didn't want you, your friends didn't want you. You're lucky I've put up with you for this long."
He let go of her hair and walked to the bathroom. Ashley opened her mouth to say something but quickly shut it, and just stood there as weak sobs poured out of her. She waddled back to the bed and cracked open the soda, now lukewarm. The flavor, as Andrew predicted, was disgusting, but she still swallowed every last drop in the can.
It was a gift, after all.
-
ANDREW
Andrew stepped out of the bathroom, he had showered, but still remained in the same set of clothes. It was the only set he had. He looked into the dark room and saw Ashley laying in the bed, curled in the fetal position. He laid in bed next to her, the creaking of the springs woke her.
"Andrew?"
"Yeah?" He whispered.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm getting in bed, it was supposed to be your night on the couch, but you can stay if you want."
"Aren't you supposed to be mad at me?"
"Why would I be mad at you?"
She stayed silent. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into him with a heavy sigh. Her skin was soft and cold like the snow it physically resembled; her hair was still brittle from the starvation. The room was dead silent except for the tick, tick, tick of the old clock hanging on the far wall. With every click, it felt like Andrew felt something different towards his little sister.
Tick.
Love.
Tick.
Hate.
Tick.
Lust.
The pendulum of the clock mirrored a pendulum in his own mind; one that swung from his left brain, which knew that, logically speaking, Ashley was an unpredictable, unreliable, manipulative maniac who gave no real boon on his journey to live a normal life, to his right brain, which knew that, emotionally speaking, Ashley was his everything, his best friend, the only person who could understand him. He couldn't leave her, he'd clearly break, but at the same time, it'd be so easy to wring his fingers around her neck and not let go when she begged and cried and sputtered, to finally excise this foul thing from the earth.
He felt his hands unconsciously move from her stomach up to her throat, but restrained himself from strangling her. Instead, he softly, lovingly rubbed her bruises. He heard her whimper from the shiver-inducing sensation. Andrew kissed her on the top of her head as he continued to massage. Her breathing softened and became rhythmic as she succumbed to the beckoning siren song of sleep. Andrew grinned as she snored below him. The air was still, the room was peaceful and near silent. He nuzzled into her as he too journeyed to those rocky shores of slumber.
The door to the motel creaked open and the outside world exhaled into the small room. A withering breath of winter, a few dead leaves, and the smell of the city's smog invaded the motel, and at the door stood a figure. Black leather boots clacked against the linoleum, gently enough not to wake up the figure's prey.
Andrew woke up at one of the clicks, looking towards the door as the man approached. The figure loomed over them, switchblade in hand. His eyes were so capped that the figure didn't realize he was awake. Andrew felt the cold metal press against his neck, and he grabbed the man's wrist and fought him off.
The figure was surprised, readjusting his grip on the knife as Andrew stood up. He punched the man in the jaw, then hit with a fierce uppercut in the stomach, making him double over and collapse to his knees. Andrew shook Ashley awake.
"Ashley, we have to go. Now."
She blinked awake, sitting up in bed and seeing the hoodie-clad man collapsed on the floor. He grabbed her by the elbow and dragged her out of bed.
"W-what's going on?"
"Your vision came true."
She nearly stumbled down the motel stairs as Andrew ran through the parking lot. Eventually, they made it to the park, ducking into a bush for safety.
"Who the hell is that guy?" Andrew whisper-shouted.
"Why would I know?"
"You're the one getting demonic visions and shit!"
She pulled out the gun from her shorts, her brother's eyes widened. "Where the fuck did you get that?"
"I stole it from the warden at the apartment complex, take it." She pressed the revolver into his hands.
"What am I supposed to do with this?!"
"Shoot him, dumbass!"
The two didn't hear it over their bickering, but leaves were getting stepped on, crushed under the heel of leather boots.
"I'm supposed to fire a gun?! Do you know how much noise that would make?!"
"Just do it!"
Drawn to the noise of their lover's quarrel, the figure rustled through the bushes, grabbing Ashley by the hair. She screamed, Andrew aimed the gun and fired, shooting the man between the eyes, breaking his sunglasses. He fell onto the grass and bled out. Andrew stood over him and unloaded the bullets into the man's skull until he felt the gun click, signifying emptiness.
Ashley leapt into his arms and wrapped her legs around his waist, peppering his face with kisses. "My hero!" She cooed.
He pushed her off and stared down at the corpse, "Do we just... leave him here?"
"Why not? No one saw you do it! They can't trace it back to you. Plus, the guy carries knives, he's clearly a criminal."
She rummaged through his pockets.
"Yeah, just leave those fingerprints all over him, why don't you." He scoffed.
"Fuck off, prick, I never got my prints taken." She held up car keys, "And now we've got a ride!"
"Are you suggesting we steal a car after killing a man?"
"Would you prefer we stay here and wait for someone to investigate those gun shots?"
He rubbed his temple and snatched the keys. They walked back into the parking lot and hopped in the car. Ashley picked up an envelope on the passenger's seat and read aloud.
"'Dear Mr. Washing Machine, we're extremely grateful that you accepted to clean our laundry for us. We are so confident in your work that we will not be needing any progress reports. In fact, please do not contact us at all. The less we know, the better.'... are we the laundry?"
"Sure seems that way." Andrew turned on the car.
"So, where to?"
"Hmm?"
"We got a car, where are we going?"
"This isn't the best situation to go joyriding. There's someone sending hitmen after us, and we barely have any money."
"Okay? Let's just go take Mom's-"
"You seriously wanna talk to that bitch?"
"Did I say anything about talking? Let's rob her blind and leave!"
"What money do you think she has?"
"She's gotta have something, didn't she get some jewelry from Grandma?"
"We still can't go. If someone's sending pursuers after us, they've definitely looked into our parents' house."
"Listen, Andy-"
"Wrong."
"Andrew. The 'pursuer' is taking a nap in the park right now. Do you seriously think we're important enough for someone to send multiple people after us? If anything, it seems they think the guy took care of us."
"I'd rather be cautious than dead."
"We'll be quick," She sighed, "Get in, rob them, kill them, get out!"
"So now you want to kill them!? Great, Ashley, just great."
"They might as well be dead already."
She looked in his tired, tired eyes.
"Fine, we'll just rob them. Get in while they're at work, steal some money, then get lost."
"I'll take it, I guess." He groaned.
"Where do they live, anyway?"
"I know the place, I can't remember the exact address."
Her brows narrowed. "Of fucking course she told you the address, mama's boy. Whatever, just drive."
Andrew pulled the car out of the parking spot, "Christ, I haven't driven a car in over two years."
"Are we gonna be okay?"
"Just don't distract me with anything."
She put her feet up on the dashboard and flicked open the mirror. "Okie dokie."
"What did I just say!?" He slammed his hand down, "Feet on the floor!"
"God, it's not even your car!"
"I'm not getting pulled over because of you pulling some stupid shit. Put your seatbelt on."
"Make me." She smirked.
"Do you or do you not want to rob our parents?"
"I said, make me. Aaaaaannnndyyy."
He sighed. "You're so fucking exhausting, what do you want? 'Cause if its to piss me off, you're nailing it."
"Learn to take a joke, I'm just messing."
He shoved her in the shoulder. "I know its not just a joke."
"Yeah, it is! You get so mad, it's funny."
"You've pulled this shit before." He huffed, "You just keep going 'Andy! Andy! Andy!' until I get sick of correcting you, then we're right back to 'Andy and Leyley and stupid bullshit' all over again."
"I was honestly just joking around."
"Well then, its not funny, and you're going to stop. Got that?"
She looked out the window, Andrew stayed silent.
"So? Are you gonna drive or what?"
"Are you angry? I'm just trying to look out for us."
"Just fucking drive, Andy!" She barked.
He stared daggers at her.
"D-drive, Andrew."
He drove out of the parking lot and into the road, driving out into nothingness.



Chapter 6: Sins of the Mother
Chapter Text
ASHLEY
Ashley was sleeping with her face pressed against the window while her brother drove down the unpaved road. He hit a pothole, making her bang her head and wake up.
"Ow! What the fuck was that for, asshole?"
"Is everything my fault now?" He parked the car. Ashley looked around, they were parked at the entrance of a nature reserve.
"Why are we parked here?" She rubbed her head.
"Because it's free, and Mom and Dad's neighborhood is down the hill." Andrew opened the door and stepped out. "It's, like, six in the morning. You can go back to bed. I'm gonna go look for breakfast."
She breathed out a deep sigh and tried to go back to bed, watching from the corner of her eye as he walked towards the rising sun. Andrew looked at a map that was in the parking lot, apparently there was a café a half a kilometer off. Eventually, her eyes shut and her breathing softened.
She opened her eyes once again and she was in a field of rose petals dotted with decaying trees. Before her stood the demon she had summoned before, its eyes spread out among its tendrils like the markings on a peacock.
"TAR SOUL." It boomed. "YOU'VE COME."
"Where am I?" She asked.
"IN A DREAM. I CALLED YOU HERE."
"Can you wake me up?" The fact that she should be afraid of this soul stealing monster did not occur to her.
"I HAVE SUMMONED YOU TO MAKE A DEAL."
"Greeeeeaaattt." She grimaced.
"YOU'VE USED MY GIFT. WAS IT USEFUL?"
"Oh, the trinket? Yes, it was very useful, thank you!"
"WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE THE FUTURE AGAIN?"
"Sure, why not? I just have to keep holding it, right?"
"IT IS OUT OF ENERGY." It watched her frown, "I AM ABLE TO RECHARGE IT. DO YOU WANT TO MAKE A DEAL?"
"What do you want?"
"HUMAN SOULS."
"Well, you're not getting mine, if that's-"
"NOT YOURS, TAR SOUL."
"Who's then, just, anybody's? Why don't you get some yourself?"
"I CANNOT ENTER THE HUMAN REALM UNSUMMONED, LIKE YOU CANNOT ENTER THIS REALM UNSUMMONED. YET, YOU CAN INTERACT BETWEEN REALMS THROUGH DEALS. DO WE HAVE A DEAL?"
"If I offer you a soul, the trinket will work again?"
"CORRECT."
"Sounds good! I have a soul or two in mind. So, how do I wake up?"
"YOUR MIND MUST RETURN HOME."
The demon vanished, and a door erected through the petals. The door was covered in blooming flowers. Ashley opened the door and felt the warmth of sunlight on her cold skin, instantly awakening in her body.
She was laying in the back seat of the stolen car with her head in Andrew's lap, him looming over her with beads of nervous sweat running down his face. "Oh, thank God!" He cried as he saw her eyes open, "I was this close to taking you to the hospital..."
"Wouldn't that screw us over?"
"You wouldn't wake up no matter what I did! God, Ashley, don't scare me like that."
"Ugh, what time is it?"
"Almost ten."
He ran his fingers through her hair as he stared into her eyes. "I, uh, got us something from the café."
He reached into a plastic bag on the floorboards of the car and pulled out two lemon muffins. They were large, and smelled fresh and warm.
"They're a bit fresher than the ones we're used to, and it's nowhere near your birthday, but, hey, for old time's sake, right?"
She smiled slightly, slowly sitting up. She took one of the muffins and took a bite, letting the flavors settle on her tongue. It tasted uncanny, far too bitter and real tasting for her to feel any nostalgia from it. Like churning waves, it was sour, then a hint of sweet, then sour, then disgustingly sweet, then punishingly sour once again. It was just like her two brothers, Andy and Andrew.
"Better enjoy that muffin," He sipped the last of his coffee, "two of those and a black coffee cost almost thirty fucking dollars."
"Always worried about money..." She murmured into the remains of her muffin.
Both of the baked goods were eaten, and Andrew's coffee was long gone. The two stared at each other in silence, both let to simmer with their thoughts. "Mom and Dad should be at work. So... whenever you're ready..."
She frowned. "You're only being nice to me because you treated me like shit last night."
"I treated you the way you deserved to be treated. Actually, scratch that," He wrung his finger under her choker and pulled her closer to him, "with how you were pushing me around and acting like a damn brat all day, I think I've been pretty fucking lenient."
He saw her eyes narrow and grow shaky with nerves, and he let go.
"Anyway, this episode is called 'Andrew and Ashley in the Home Sweet Home Invasion'."
"What kind of knock-off, cash grab show is that? I'm not interested."
"Well, its certainly a cash grab."
She smirked.
"I saw that, you're into it." He grinned.
"Nooo, it sucks." She giggled. "But I'm soooo nice that I'll go along with it."
-
ANDREW
They both stepped out of the car, Ashley's legs feeling like jelly. They wandered down the hill and felt like they stuck out like sore thumbs in a bucket of pristine, lily white fingers as the pair walked deeper and deeper into suburbia. They certainly looked out of place; grungy, dirty little things society tried to forget about mixed among the white and pastel cottages.
"What's their last name?" Ashley asked.
"Graves, I assume." He snarked.
"I just mean, did they go with Mom's maiden name? To throw us off or something?"
"Seems like too much of a hassle."
Eventually, they reached the house with the name 'Graves' etched on the sign. Ashley rapped her knuckles on the door, making Andrew's eyes go wide.
"Don't knock, dumbass!" He shouted.
"No one came anyway, don't get your panties in a twist." She shook the knob to no avail. "Door's locked, we gotta find another way in."
"They probably have a back door."
The siblings walked around through the stone path leading to the backyard, Ashley looking surprised at the garden in the back. "Enough time to raise shitty vegetables but not enough time to raise their own kids. Typical." She huffed.
"Quit your crying, we have a job to do." Andrew fiddled with the backdoor. "This one's locked too."
She looked back at the alley between the houses, spotting an ajar window. "There's an open window!"
They walked over to the window and looked up at it, far too high for either of them to reach.
"Is there anything around for us to step up?" Ashley asked.
"I could just push you up through there, then you could let me in."
"You just want an excuse to touch my ass." She teased.
"Like I need an excuse." He muttered under his breath, Ashley smirking when she heard it. Andrew picked her up, let her grab hold of the windowsill, and pushed on her rear until she was able to get in. She crawled through the window into the bathroom, and plugged her nose; the bathroom was being redone, and it reeked of paint. He waited on the porch for a minute, and she eventually opened up the back door. He tried to enter, but she pushed back on his chest.
"What do we say?"
He sighed, "Thank you."
"Nope! Try again!"
"Ah, truly, my sister is the most marvelous criminal mastermind to ever live! She is an expert on breaking and entering, and I am forever in her debt for even being allowed to help her. That good enough?"
"I'd appreciate a little less sarcasm."
"Well, you're not fucking getting it." He pushed past her and entered the home. "Let's split up. It'll be easier."
Andrew messed with some desk cabinets, snatching a broken watch and a lighter, a far nicer one than his cheap little Bic. He entered the bedroom, opening the dresser and immediately regretting it. Inside were a myriad of sex toys; dildos, straps, cuffs, ropes, whips, butt plugs, chastity belts, some things that even an experienced man like himself couldn't recognize. He closed the dresser, attempting to bleach his mind of the image of what his parents did with such interesting items.
He went to open the drawers of the desk in the room, and inside was something much more troubling than the oodles of toys in the closet. The drawer contained paperwork, including letters from dubious doctors, life insurance claims, and, most troubling of all, the death certificates for Andrew and Ashley Graves. His heart stopped for a second, his bones shifting into a perfect statue form as his eyes dotted across the creamy white paper.
Legally speaking, he did not exist. He was a ghost. A rotten little specter doomed to walk this hell called Earth, moaning and screeching his damned words that no one could hear. He was the shadows in the corner of a normal, living person's eye, the kinds a normal, living person would ignore, or blink away after a doubletake.
His focus on his death was broken by Ashley entering the bedroom.
"I haven't found jack shit, all this and- woah, dude, you alright? You look like you saw a ghost." Said his fellow ghost.
"We're dead, Ashley." He turned to show her the documents. "We've... we've been dead for months."
She read over the papers and seemed unfazed. "Okay? That's what we want, right? To be dead to society?"
"H-how could they do this?" He grabbed his forehead and sat on the bed, elbows on his knees. "I knew they were shit, but... Jesus Christ..."
Ashley giggled, "What, is the little mama's boy upset he didn't get special treatment this time?"
She dropped her laughter as her brother remained pale, even paler than his typical paper white skin. The girl kissed him on the head and rubbed his shoulder.
"Come on, dummy, you said it yourself, you knew they were shit."
"I know, it's just... weird to be dead, I guess."
She put her finger under his chin and made him look up at her, his eyes were beginning to water. Pathetic was not a word Ashley would use to describe her brother, if she was being honest with herself; he had raised her, he had protected her from everything from schoolyard bullies to sexually devious wardens, he had built a world for them to live in, and she got to ride on his shoulders as he built it. Of course, his fears boiled over from time to time, he always needed a person to talk to, always needed a hand to hold and a warm body to feel as he fell asleep. No, pathetic was not a word she would use at all, but in this moment, his eyes leaky, his thin lips trembling, he looked small, pitiful, downright weak.
It was a weakness in his eyes he only wore once before, when he discovered that asphyxiated corpse in that rotten box in that warehouse. He knew she knew he was vulnerable, and he wordlessly begged for her mercy.
It would be so easy for her to take advantage of this moldy sore in his psyche bubbling to the surface, to tell him off for all the horrid honesty he had tormented her with over the past days, to stab him with the truth that he was at fault for their situation and twist the knife with the fact that he needed her in all the demented ways she needed him.
She crawled onto his lap and wrapped her hands around his neck pulling him into the crook of hers. "Come here." She whispered, the typical venom on her tongue was missing from her words.
He sobbed onto her skin, decorating the purity of her chest and collarbones with his salty tears. She rubbed his back softly, kissing his head continuously, eventually just settling for nuzzling her nose into his mop of ebony.
Andrew's anxiety attacks were nothing like his sister's tantrums, they were quiet and strangely gentle, only syrupy little whimpers gasping out of him here and there. He had learned to keep himself quiet and strong, because if he was weak, Ashley was vulnerable.
He looked back up at her. His eyes were reddened, making his pine pupils shimmer even more than they normally did. Andrew grabbed his sister's face and pulled her in for a kiss, she leaned into it, pushing him down onto the mattress. Her tongue invaded his mouth, and he mirrored her actions. Their locked lips broke apart, and Ashley reached down to the hem of her top to rip it off of her body.
The front door of the house keened open, and the siblings hastily regained their composure. "Why the hell is she here?" Ashley whispered, throwing her shirt back over her head, "She has a job, right?"
"I have no fucking clue." He panicked, blush filling his face.
"Who's there?" Their mother's voice rang through out the home, high heels clicking against the floor as she approached the bedroom. She opened up the door wielding a knife from the kitchen, her eyes widened when she saw her two children standing in the room.
"Andrew? Ashley?" She gawked, "Aren't you two supposed to be in quarantine?"
"There was a fire." Ashley said, quick on her feet, "It was all over the news."
"Yeah, we got out in time, they just said we could go." He played off of her.
The older woman lowered the blade. "Why are you home so early?" Her daughter asked.
"It was supposed to be my day off." She sighed. "I had just gotten finished with some shopping. How did you get inside?"
"You left the back door unlocked." said Ashley.
"I did? Never mind, if you two are here, can you at least help me with the groceries?"
"Yes, of course!" Andrew grinned charmingly, trying to brush any tension under the rug. He grabbed his sister by the arm and led her into the living room, where brown paper bags were strewn amongst the floor.
"Why the hell are you being so nice to her?" Ashley interrogated.
"Just play along. Please."
The pair put away the groceries. She looked through the bags, noticing some steak and wine; Mr. and Mrs. Graves must've had a night planned. After the groceries were put in their proper cupboards, Andrew brewed coffee and set out three cups on the table.
After a while, their mother walked into the kitchen and sat at the table with her children. "So, what's the situation with this fire?"
"Why do you care?" The daughter mumbled.
Her brother kicked her in the foot under the table. "Well, first we got evacuated, then we were just given the go-ahead to leave. The nurse said we're clear of any parasites."
"Huh, interesting." Mrs. Graves sipped her coffee. "...I'm just glad you're safe."
"You sure look like it." She spat.
"S-so! Quite the upgrade from the previous place, huh?" Andrew stammered. "Where'd you get the money? Did you finally win the lottery?"
"I wish. The house needs some serious repairs, but this area is worth it, don't you think? They even hold barbecue events here with the neighbors! Barbecue events! Like on TV!"
"Bet you stick out like a sore thumb." He joked.
"You'd be surprised, I'm actually quite well liked. Though, that's probably all thanks to my cooking skills."
"Sure is a shame Ashley didn't inherit any."
Ashley stared daggers at him. She barely contributed to the rest of the conversation, likely not wanting to speak with her mother. The dialogue between Andrew and Mrs. Graves continued for a few hours, largely consisting of meaningless suburban drawl.
"Well, it was nice seeing you. Your father should be coming home soon, so I should really start on dinner."
"Oh, don't worry. I'll throw something together." He said, brushing off her obvious attempt at having them leave, "I can't wait to hear what Dad has to say, he must have all sorts of stories of repairing this place."
"Well, you know your father. Always the star of conversation."
"Why don't you go rest? I'll fix dinner."
She took her up on the offer, and he waltzed around the kitchen flicking through recipes and exploring cabinets to snag ingredients. He caught his sister staring at him silently from the table.
"What? You can go do whatever, I got this."
"I'm alright."
"What is it?"
"It's nothing."
The urge to pull her into his arms struck him like lightning, and he acted on the impulse; he grabbed under her arms and hoisted her up, pulling her into a warm hug. She buried her face in his chest and sighed.
"I don't know how we're supposed to go about this now, now that she's seen us." He whispered.
"Leave no witnesses." She smirked.
"No, no, we can't jump to that."
She stayed silent. He sensed she had something to say, but whatever it was, it would most likely start another nasty argument.
Andrew let go of her and placed a cast iron pan on the stovetop, lighting the fire underneath. He grabbed the meat, a hunk of sirloin, and rubbed it down with garlic salt and black pepper. He threw half a stick of butter into the pan and let it melt, and placed the steak in the middle of the metal. Ashley watched the whole process while sitting on the counter, beginning to drool at the sizzle.
"Where the hell did you learn to cook?"
"Had to find some way to provide for myself in college," he added a thistle of rosemary to the pan and covered it with a lid, "didn't hurt that women love a man who knows his way around a kitchen."
She grimaced, "So you cooked for random floozies but never made me a single meal while we were locked up together?"
"I made breakfast."
"Like, twice."
He scoured the fridge, pulling out asparagus, and washing it. He chopped it up and placed it on an oiled baking sheet. After a while, the meal was finished. Andrew plated the dish and put it all out on the table, his sister still looming over him.
"I can tell something's up, Ashley."
"It's nothing." She huffed.
"You're gonna be a bitch about it..."
"Just spit it out already!"
"Fine, fine. I was hoping you'd come to this on your own, but we have to kill Mom and Dad."
He sighed as she hopped down from the counter.
"None of that!" She quieted him, "We need their souls to recharge the demon dream thing."
"Do you really? Or are you just saying that?"
"Huh?"
"I'm just saying it's pretty fucking interesting you mention this now of all times."
"I mentioned it before but you blew me off. And again, I wanted you to come to the opinion on your own, but shame on me for expecting anything from you."
"...Let me think about it."
Their parents entered the kitchen.
"Hey, kids. It's good to see you." Their father said with the enthusiasm of a dead fish.
The dinner was as dry and bland as the conversation Andrew continued to try and drum up.
"I'm sorry, I'm just so exhausted from work. I'm heading straight to bed."
"Could you two clean up?" The older woman asked while helping her husband to his feet, leaving before she was given an answer.
The boy grabbed the dirty dishes and laid them in the sink before looking back up at Ashley. "It can't be done."
"The dishes, the robbing, or the killing?"
"No robbing or killing." He hissed. "I keep thinking about it and there's just too many things that could go wrong. One report to the authorities and we're on their radar, and who's gonna be the prime suspects if something happens to our parents?"
"Surely not their two dead kids."
Andrew rested against the counter and bit his finger. "It just takes one person to start digging, they'll know we're alive, and where we are, and then we're as good as dead."
"What makes you so sure this bitch won't snitch on us already?"
"Assuming she believes me, there's no reason for her to do anything."
"Of course, I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it!"
He blinked, "What?"
"You're always about being sooooo careful, but when push comes to shove you stick your head in the sand! Hell, since everything is clearly so great, why don't you just stay here and keep playing happy family? Bet you'd like that... you seem to get along soooo nice."
"You know I'm only keeping up appearances, right?"
"Felt to me it was the same as ever."
"Are you kidding me?" He looked down at her sad face and sighed. "Look, I chose you, didn't I? I chose you, so if anyone is playing happy family, it's you and me."
"So you're saying you're not happy?"
"I didn't fucking say that and you know it."
"Hold up your end of the bargain, Andy." She grabbed the knife that had been used to chop asparagus. "I promised to behave, and you promised it'd just be us."
"Funny, I remember you promising to bury the Andy and Leyley shit."
"That is funny! You must be misremembering things."
"I remember perfectly clearly. I also remember it's the only reason I'm still here with you."
"Then why don't you just leave me and stay here with mommy and daddy?" She held the knife up to her wrist. "Why don't I just fucking kill myself right here?! Clearly you don't even like me!"
He glared down at the blade before meeting her vision once again. "You're the one that doesn't like me, it's all about Andy with you. Well guess what? Andy's dead, and I know you don't have the balls to do that."
Her arms fell to her side as he towered over her meager frame. "You're right..." She regained composure. "I really don't like Andrew."
"I'm sorry to hear that," he dragged a finger down her jaw as he pressed his thumb to her lip, "because Andrew's all you're getting."
They stared into each other, Ashley kissed against the pad of his thumb and took the digit into her mouth, sucking on it lightly. Her brother blushed madly at the gesture, taking his thumb out of her mouth and drying it on his sweatshirt.
"L-let's just leave now. I'll figure out what to do about the money and the demon shit."
She raised the knife back up, "We could leave with the trinket charged, it helped a lot before."
"Sure, sure, but leaving now would mean no one's looking for us." He slipped his finger under the belt loop of her shorts as he talked.
"I don't believe for a second that woman can keep her mouth shut without being dead."
The mother cleared her throat, entering the kitchen. "What are you two whispering about?"
"Nothing. Did you need anything?" Andrew said, heart still racing from the scare.
"...I don't suppose you two have any friends you could be staying with? There isn't enough space in this house, and you're both in your twenties. I don't know how else to say it,"
"We weren't planning on living here." Ashley interrupted.
"It's not like you aren't allowed to visit." She continued, "We just can't house you indefinitely. Since you're already here, tonight shouldn't be a problem, but tomorrow morning you are going to start looking for somewhere else to stay. And it should probably be two separate places."
"That's quite the tall order after all of our earthly possessions were just burned to the ground." The girl snarked.
"It's amazing what money can buy when you have a job. Speaking of which, I have a morning shift tomorrow. There's a spare bed in the basement, Andrew, you can sleep on the couch."
"Alright. Goodnight."
"Goodnight." The mother glared at her two children. "Well? Aren't you going to go to bed?"
"I'm not that tired." Andrew said.
"You are under my roof, and you will go to your designated sleeping areas immediately."
"Uhh..."
"Sleep now or get out!"
The kids walked out of the kitchen, Andrew flopping onto the couch and Ashley sulking off to the basement. About two hours passed, and he fell asleep on the cushions.
-
ASHLEY
Creaking up the rickety basement steps, Ashley stepped into the cold air of the living room and spied her brother whimpering on the couch. He was tossing and turning, clearly having a nightmare.
"Please... I'm sorry..." He mumbled in his sleep.
She smiled softly at the sight, he was so cute when he was sleeping! She leaned over to his ear and muttered unsweet nothings.
"Kill our parents!" She whispered. "Kill them for your cute little sister! I know you want to! Kill them to solve all your problems! Kill them to feel something, kill them for food! Kill them to avoid the things I'll do to you if you don't!"
Andrew opened his eyes with the last one. "...What is that supposed to mean?"
"Look who's awake! Good morning!" She cooed.
"What do you want, you little creep?"
"To offer Mom and Dad to the demon!"
"Right now?"
"Right now! While they're asleep. We'll set the ritual up and do it!" She looked at his puzzled face. "You've had plenty of time to think, so now we're doing it my way!"
"...Alright."
"Oh my! My efforts were far more effective than I thought. Welcome back, Andy!"
"Shut it." He snipped, "But you do have a point that Mom might snitch on us. I have no clue why I would think any differently."
She laid on top of him and let her fingers walk up his chest. "It's because at your core, you're just a soft, gooey marshmallow. If it weren't for me, all sorts of vile women would've gobbled you up already!"
She lightly bit on his cheek, making him laugh.
"Haha! What are you doing?!"
"A demonstration."
"God, you're so fucking dumb." He rustled her hair and sat up.
The door to their parents' bedroom opened, and their mother walked out. Ashley dropped to her knees in front of the couch to hide.
"Andrew? Are you still awake?"
"Y-Yeah! Why are you still up? I thought you had work tomorrow."
"I wanted to talk to you without Ashley."
"It's not really a good time right now."
"Look, I know it's late, but this is important. I've been thinking things over, and I believe I owe you an explanation."
"That's alright, I don't really need to know, I'm really tired." He fake yawned.
She walked around to see the full scene: Ashley on her knees at the foot of the couch, Andrew with his legs wide with a pillow hiding his crotch.
"Oh, go ahead, Mom! Don't mind lil' ol' me!" She smirked.
"For the love of God," She grimaced, "This better not be what it looks like."
"Ha! Whatever, what does this look like to you?" Ashley pulled out the revolver and pointed it at her mom.
"Where did you get that?"
"A-Ashley, c'mon." Andrew stood up.
"Ashley, there's no need for this."
"Be quiet, we're going to the basement." She ordered. "Andrew, go get a rope or something. I'm gonna tie this bitch up."
Andrew followed orders like a good pup while his sister escorted their mother down the stairs. She shoved her against the lode bearing pillar of the basement. "Don't move, don't scream, or I'll shoot."
"Why are you doing this?"
"Don't talk either!" She bashed her in the forehead with the grip of the gun, making her fall to the floor against the wooden column, unconscious.



Chapter 7: Playing House
Chapter Text
ANDREW
Andrew creaked open the door to his parents' room and walked over to the sin-filled closet, opening it up and gagging at the sight. He grabbed the rope on top, but made one of the toys, one of the larger ones, fall on the ground with a thud, making his father wake up.
"S-son?" He said drearily. "What are you doing?"
There was no good explanation for why he was fiddling with their sex toys.
"I-I want to... fuck myself?"
"Alright... where's your mother?"
"She went down to the basement to do some laundry."
He got up from the bed and shuffled out of the room, walking down the stairs. He got to the bottom and saw his daughter punching and kicking his unconscious wife until she was bloodied and purpled. "Susan?" He cried out, lurching forward but stopping as he was grabbed by the collar and a knife was pressed against his neck.
"Andrew? Weren't you supposed to be masturbating?"
Andrew walked his father down to the pillar, and Ashley slammed the gun into his head as well. Both of their parents were unconscious and laid against the wood pole. He looked over at his sister with a mixture of pride and disgust; she looked at him with a sickening smile.
"You got the rope?" She grinned, "Good boy!"
"I'm not your fucking dog, Ashley." He knelt down and tied his parents' wrists to the load barring pillar.
"Hmm, are you sure? Because you hump me in your sleep like one."
"Shut up. Why don't you make yourself useful and look for their wallets?"
"I'm not doing anything for your sarcasm."
He sighed. "Fine. They should be tied up pretty tightly, I'll go find them."
"I'll come with!"
They hurried up the stairs and flicked on the light. Ashley rustled through their mom's purse and Andrew went back up to the master bedroom to find his father's wallet. She walked into the room with a thickly loaded leather pouch.
"Mom and Dad are loaded!" She pulled out a crisp bill. "D'you find Dad's wallet yet?"
"I found it, but it had like five bucks in it. No credit card either."
"Mom has a credit card in hers. I think it's pretty clear who wears the pants in their relationship." She smirked.
"Yeah, yeah. He's always been pretty docile."
"Guess us Graves women just love submissive men."
"Are you saying I'm submissive?"
She sauntered over to him and gave him a suggestive look, "Not saying you're not. Like father like son, after all."
He grabbed her by the neck and slammed her into the mattress, pressing his lips against hers. He stuck his tongue in her mouth and reached up the back of her shirt; his cold hands made her squirm as she felt her bra get unhooked. Their lips broke and he stared down into Ashley's lilac eyes, which he would swear were dotted with little white hearts.
"Still submissive to you?" He hissed in her ear.
She swallowed. "I don't know. You'll have to prove it a bit more~."
He grinned an evil smile and breathed his icy breath against her cheek, before sinking his teeth into her jaw. She moaned at the pain, feeling the warm trickle of blood slowly ooze down her face. He licked at the fresh wound and dragged his tongue down her neck, ending by sucking on her collarbones and leaving hickeys.
He ripped her shirt off of her and kissed down her chest and stomach, circling her nipple with his tongue. He unbuttoned her shorts and pulled down the zipper using his teeth; once she was left in nothing but her drenched panties, he stood up and looked down at his whimpering sister.
"Pathetic." He chuckled. "Now's not the time, did you want to rob our parents or not?"
Ashley frowned as she sat up. "The fuck do you mean 'now's not the time'? You ripped my fucking pants off with your teeth and now you wanna just blue ball me?"
"I was trying to prove a point, Ashley."
"C'mon, it'll be quick! Just finger me or something! Please?"
"No. We have to get this done fast."
"You're such a pussy..." She slipped her shirt back on. "We already got the money, and they're unconscious in the basement. All we have to do is sacrifice them, it's not gonna take that long."
He grabbed the wallet and flicked through it. "There's like, a hundred bucks in here. That's not gonna last us very long."
"But she has a credit card! We can use that for a while."
"I don't know Mom's PIN code." He huffed. "Put your pants back on. I'm gonna go ask for the number."
-
ASHLEY
Andrew had filled a bucket from the basement with water and threw it in their mother's face, waking her up.
"H-huh?" She gasped. "Andrew? Andrew, why are you doing this?"
"What's your credit card number?"
"Is this what it's about? Money? You'd go this far for a quick buck?" She spat in an accusatory manner.
"What's the fucking number?" Ashley hissed, kicking her in the head.
"It's, it's..." She tells them the number, Andrew scribbles it down on a piece of paper.
"Alright. Ashley, go get the money."
"Why me?"
"Do something correctly for once!" He grabbed at her soul and squeezed for all she was worth. "Me and Mom need to have a little chat."
She looked downcast at the comment, took the note and the wallet and hauled her sorry ass up the stairs. It was cold and wet outside, wind lapped at her uncovered legs and nicked her sensitive neck, still sore from that bruise that Andrew had given her days ago. She walked down the sidewalk, her knife-wielding thoughts beginning to creep into her mind.
Why did he say that she needed to do something correctly 'for once'? Had she not been doing things correctly? She had been behaving, she was being so good, right?
He wasn't going to leave.
Right?
Why the hell wouldn't he? She was annoying, she was rowdy, she was perverted and demented, needier than a month old puppy and just as weak. She prayed she wouldn't somehow trip on the perfectly level pavement, because lord knows she probably couldn't even walk correctly.
What would she be without him? She'd be nothing, because she had nothing.
His statement in the motel the other night was right. Her parents didn't want her, her friends didn't want her. He was the only person in the whole world who had even donated an ounce of time and affection to her, and what did she do? She leeched herself onto him like the filthy bloodsucker she was.
What would Andrew be without her? He'd be perfect, he'd be free from this burden that was her. He'd fine some other whore to stick his dick in, then another once he was bored of the first; he'd smoke and write, he'd be happy.
Before she could think further, she saw the ATM laying next to the bus stop, dim streetlight blinking above it. She inserted the card, typed in the PIN code, and withdrew all of the funds in the account, tens of thousands dollars, more than enough to keep the two safe for a while.
She smiled at the thought of how happy Andrew would be at seeing the money, at seeing how well she did what he asked. She got back to the house and creaked open the door, hearing him and their mother argue downstairs.
"It's all my fault. I apologize." She heard her mother say.
"Well, it is what it is."
"It doesn't have to be. I think we can sort this out."
Ashley stayed silent and listened to the conversation.
"Is that right?" He asked.
"If it's money you need, I can help you get a job. They're hiring at your father's place. It's a bit of a madhouse at this time of year, but I'm sure you can handle it after handling Ashley all these years. You could even live here until you can get on your feet, what do you say?"
Ashley held her breath as the basement became silent. She heard the cleaver clatter to the floor and her brother sigh deeply.
"I want to say yes." Her heart sank. "I wish I could say yes to that, honestly."
"But?"
"I can't. I'm stuck. I'm so fucking stuck you don't even know!"
"Is it the death certificates? I noticed you had moved them."
"There's a lot more to it than that." He whispered.
"Nothing's happened that can't be fixed, Andrew, and I'm not angry. I know you're not the one that wanted to do this."
Ashley hurdled down the stairs. "I'm baa-aack!"
"Great." Andrew muttered. "Let's start the ritual."
"Can I get a proper hello?"
"Summon the damn thing, Ashley."
-
ANDREW
The demon had arrived and drained the souls from their parents. Ashley's little talisman was throbbing with life, and Andrew was beginning to butcher them. He knelt down to untie them but stopped. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Breathing. Their father was breathing.
"Dad's breathing." He whispered.
"What?"
"Dad's breathing." He collapsed onto his rear and held his head in his hands. "He's alive! They're fucking alive!"
"Maybe losing your soul just turns you into a vegetable?"
"But the neighbor died."
"Did you actually check?" She saw his eyes widen as he chewed on his finger. "Pretty sure you just started chopping."
"No, no no no! Don't tell me he was alive when we ate him!"
"Hahahaha!" She laughed.
"What's so fucking funny?"
"Come on now, he must've died pretty quickly of blood loss. If not, you popping his head off must've done the trick."
Andrew held his head in his quivering palms.
"It'll be the same with these two, get to cutting."
"N-No, this changes everything."
"Do you want to leave them like this? They're not getting their souls back. Though if you wanna leave them to starve, I'm all for it. Wouldn't it be a little poetic, you'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"I don't know... I need to think..."
"Oh, c'mon!" She yelled, seeing him walk towards the stairs. "Wait, wait, look!"
She grabbed the knife and plunged it into her mother's chest. The older woman gave a little "Urk!" as she drew her last breath, and Ashley did the same to her father.
"There. All dead. Now tell me again how I always make you do the dirty work." She pointed over at him, beads of sweat decorating his face. He'd bitch and moan, surely, he'd bitch and moan, but she didn't miss his sigh of relief.
They dragged their parents' bodies to the shower. "I'll start cutting, you guide the blood into the drain."
The drain begins to overflow with water. "Stop, stop it! Turn off the water!" He shouted. "Fuck, the drain's clogged. Grab me the screwdriver."
She did as she was told, and the two stared down at the mass of hair and other God-Knows-What filling the tunnel.
"I'll get you some gloves." She says.
"You want me to do this?"
"Of course! I am but a dainty little lady! I can't be expected to do a man's job."
He sighed and took the gloves, unclogging the drain by hand, trying not to pay attention to her faux-gagging.
"Drain works. Let's get back to cutting."
The two dismember, disembowel, and decapitate their parents, though its mostly Andrew who does it. She looked over at him, noticing his grimace.
"Having regrets?"
He was silent, simply continuing to hack into the limbs.
"Hey, I'm sorry for lashing out earlier. I know how hard this is for you."
"I'm fine."
"No, you're not. Talk to me."
He turned around and kissed her on the nose before pressing his forehead against hers and staring into her eyes. Miserable pink skies above a calm, murky green sea.
"I've got nothing to say to you."
He went back to his butchery, and Ashley frowned. Eventually, after a long bout of silence beyond the sounds of breaking bones and severing veins, the job was done.
"So, what's the plan?" She asked.
"Dispose of it all." He said in a dry voice, "Skin and remove all the flesh from the bones, then bag them up. We'll toss them in the river."
"Can we take a break? I'm tired of all the demon rituals and murder."
"It was your idea, and you barely even did shit."
"I'm still tired."
"...Fine, I could use a break anyway."
The two went up the stairs and searched the kitchen, Andrew found the bottle of wine that their, now deceased, mother had intended to use with dinner.
"Hey, we never drank the wine."
"Ooh!" Ashley cooed, "I'll find glasses!"
She grabbed two wine glasses and he poured the purple nectar into them, they each took their glass and clinked them together. He walked into the living room and sat on the couch, lighting up a cigarette. Ashley sat next to him and coughed. "You know I don't like it when you smoke in the house."
"Let me have my vices, woman."
The two watched television, whatever mindless dribble that was on the first channel. It was calming to Andrew, nicotine and alcohol, brain numbing entertainment, and Ashley was being quiet, just sipping at her wine.
"I'm bored." She broke the silence.
"Then go skin the bodies."
"I thought we could do that together." She whined.
"I've done enough butchery for today." He took another drag. "Or for a lifetime. Do it yourself."
She sighed and set her wine glass down on the coffee table, walking down the stairs. Andrew watched as she went and smirked at the way her assets wiggled with her movement.
"Hate to see her go, love to watch her leave." He laughed to himself under his smoke-stained breath.
It was a perverted thought, a disgusting one, a taboo one, but he didn't have a reason to care at this point. He had cannibalized another human, a living one at that; he had killed and butchered his own parents; surely, ogling his sister wasn't the worst thing he'd done. He had felt this way about her for as long as he could remember, and her teasing and revealing idea of fashion hadn't helped his desires.
He let his mind linger on the thoughts of her, eventually feeling his pants tighten. "Fuck it." he thought, unzipping his jeans and pulling down his boxers. He stroked his member slowly, starting at the base and pulling all the way to the top, rubbing his thumb against the sensitive pink tip. He did it to the thought of her, to the thought of her begging for him to dominate her, to the thought of slamming his dick into her mouth and finally shutting her up.
Minutes went by, and he began to feel the euphoric sensation of orgasm boil up through his organ. There were no tissues on the table, and he couldn't risk the mess from not shooting his semen into something. He spied her wine glass on the table, and intrusive little bugs wormed their way into his mind.
He stood up pointed his tip into the glass, and shot rope after rope of white hot goop into the liquid.
Clarity hit him like an eighteen wheeler barreling through a family of deer.
He quickly pulled his pants back up and ran to the kitchen with the wine glass, adding more wine to the cup and stirring it until the thick strands dissolved and assimilated into the purple sea. He placed the glass back on the table and let his good friend nicotine suffocate his sorrow.
She walked back up the stairs after another hour with two garbage bags in hand, one with the bones, one with the flesh.
"So, we're just tossing it all?"
"Flesh in the garbage, bones in the river. Let me finish my drink and we can go."
"Could I take a quick nap? The trinket's recharged, so I could get another vision."
"Why not, I guess."
-
ASHLEY
Ashley falls asleep in her parents' bed and awakes in a field of rose petals, running. Her legs feel like they're moving independently from her mind. She looked behind her, seeing a sprinting figure wielding a cleaver; it was ever so slightly faster than her.
She ran, she ran and ran and ran. The figure behind her roared and she felt it grab her and press the blade against her neck as it ran its fingers through her hair. It was Andrew, his piercing green eyes stabbed through her as he stared down at her trembling frame.
"It's not my fault..." She whimpered.
"This episode is titled: Andy and Leyley and the Final Finale, Finally."
"No! I'm sorry!" She cried as he tugged on her hair to expose her neck. "I'll be better! I promise! Let's just leave all of this behind and forget about this! Please, Andrew! Everything will be okay, I'll behave, I promise!"
"You've already shown me that's not true. I'm not falling for this again."
He pressed the knife into her flesh. "NO! No, no! I'm sorry! I'm sorry, Andrew! I'm sorry!"
"I am so tired of your 'sorry's. They don't mean shit."
A rivulet of blood trickled out of her neck, and she felt her last breath leave her body. She looked up at her brother, his green eyes, his black hair, his pale skin.
"I. I love you." She sputtered, collapsing against him as he cut deeper into her.
She woke up in an ice cold sweat. She pressed her hands against her face as she tried to regain her breath. "Shit, shit, no no no..." she muttered into herself. "Why would... Why would Andy... No! He would never, not my Andy..."
His words echoed in her mind. "You've been a thorn in my side since the moment you were born. Give me one good reason why I shouldn't fucking kill you."
He might.
Andrew might anyway.
Andrew walked into the room.
"...Everything alright with you?"
"Oh... Uh... I guess I had a nightmare..."
"A vision?"
"NO!"
He stared at her.
"It was just... vague nonsense..."
"Alright."
"H-Hey, Andy?"
He remained silent, before sighing. "What is it?"
"I love you."
"Thanks."
"...Christ, what a shit reply."
"It's the best you're gonna get if you keep calling me by someone else's name. Grab the fucking bones, we're getting rid of them."
Ashley got out of bed, feeling like her legs might collapse under her. She walked into the living room, grabbing the wine off of the table and taking a sip, it tasted different, creamier. She didn't have time to wonder about why it seemed off, she grabbed the bags and followed her brother out of the house.
They tossed the bag with the flesh in it into the garbage can, and hauled the bones back to their car. The bag ripped as they walked up the parking lot, and the skulls rolled down.
"Haha, whoops." She chuckled.
"Aren't you going to pick them up?"
"Hey, it's not my fault-"
"I said pick them up, you dumb bitch."
"What did you just call me?"
"NOW!"
"Fine, f-fine."
She hurriedly picked up the skulls and carried the bag at an angle where more bones wouldn't fall out. The two got in the car and drove to the river. The bones and skulls were tossed into the water, and Ashley looked into the river, cold, black water reflecting the moonlight.
"So, what now?" She asked.
"Whatever you want."
"Well, this is new. How come?"
"We'll end up doing whatever you want anyway, why bother asking me."
"....Are you, uh, m-mad at me?"
"No. What do you want to do, Ashley?"
"I wanna do what you wanna do."
"Let's go back to the house then. Get a few hours of sleep and then we leave in the morning."
"Okay."
They got back in the car.
"I know you're mad at me, Andy."
"Remember when you said you wouldn't call me that anymore?"
"Nope, but I remember you saying we'd do whatever I want."
"Is this seriously how you're gonna treat me, after everything I've done for you?"
"So you are mad at me! I fucking knew it!"
"I asked you for one thing, Ashley. One. Not a big thing, not a difficult thing. But you couldn't even do that correctly. So yes, I'm mad. But so what if I am mad, you're not gonna do anything about it."
"You were fine with me calling you Andy at the house..."
"Because I had to keep up appearances, dumbass!" He caressed her face with a disgusting gentleness before grabbing her chin and hair roughly and making her look up at him. "And now, there's neither appearances nor corpses to hide. Do you wanna have another fight? Hmm?"
"What do you want, Andrew?" She asked weakly.
"I want to lock you in the trunk of this car and drive off the bridge."
"You're joking, right?"
"What makes you think I'm joking?"
They both stayed silent for the whole drive back to the house. Andrew laid on the bed but sat up when Ashley entered the bedroom.
"The fuck are you doing in here?"
"I'm going to bed, like you wanted." She sighed.
"What makes you think I want to see you right now?"
The words shattered her, but she fought back the tears in her eyes to retain some semblance of control that they both knew she didn't have.
"A-Asshole..." She muttered.
"What did you just say?" He stood up and walked over to her.
"Nothing..."
"No, no, you called me an asshole." He pressed his hands against the wall, trapping her. "Is this seriously how you're gonna treat me? I've done everything for you, everything. I was your only friend, I was the only person who gave a bit of effort into caring for you, hell, I practically raised you. And what the fuck did I ask in return? The slightest sliver of respect. And you couldn't even give me that."
"I-" She was cut off by a harsh slap across the face.
"Did I say you could speak?"
She was starting to sob as he stared at her. "I-I love you, Andreewww..."
"Then fucking act like it. I throw you birthday parties, I give you food, I give you love, and what have you ever given me?"
She stood on her tiptoes and reached up to kiss him. He wrapped his arms around her back and pulled her into it, shoving his tongue into her mouth. Their lips parted and Andrew looked his sister up and down, stained eyeliner, panting like a bitch in heat.
"God, look at you." He spat.
She touched the growing bulge in his pants. "So hard for your little sister... fucking pervert..."
She was met with another hard slap. "Stop pretending you have any power in this situation. On your knees, now." He snapped.
She did as she was told. He put a finger under her chin and made her look up at him. "Are you gonna be a good girl?" She nodded. "Are you gonna behave?" She nodded.
He unzipped his pants and his hard cock met her face with a meaty thwack. It was huge, with her chin against his balls, the tip went past her head, and it was at least as thick as her wrist. It was hot and heavy like a branding iron against her soft skin, and the smell, oh God, the smell. She felt like she was getting drunk off its heady musk. She couldn't help but break into a dumb smile at the sight.
He grinned menacingly above her as her braincells died, but eventually got sick of waiting, grabbing the base of his weapon and slapping her across the face with it. "Well?" He ordered. "It's not gonna suck itself."
She nodded and kissed at the tip, watching it throb in response. She saw him bite his lip above her as she opened her mouth as wide as it would go and attempt to take the beastly thing. She couldn't even get the tip in her mouth before she gagged.
"Pathetic." He hissed as she took it out of her mouth. "Y'know, Julia could deepthroat the whole thing without even trying."
"I've never given head before, prick, and that hussy's probably sucked off every man in town."
She gave another sorry attempt at fellatio and she felt him sigh above her. He curled his fingers through her hair and thrusted into her mouth. "Do I have to do everything myself?"
He crammed his battering ram of a cock down Ashley's throat without care for her. It went down, making her throat expand with every thick, throbbing, destructive centimeter. She felt her eyes well with tears as he continued to spelunk. Eventually, her nose was pressed into his shaved groin.
He groaned as she took the whole monster into her mouth. He began thrusting into her slowly, before setting a more punishing pace. His tip grinded against the back of her throat and his balls slapped against her chin; and once he reached the peak of his brutal speed, she felt her choker pop. She lapped and licked around his invading dick.
"Fuck," He moaned. "you're so hot when you shut up."
Ashley's panties were soaked, and the compliment only made her condition worse. She reached under her pants and began fingering herself while her brother fucked her face. She moaned and whimpered around the monstrous dick, sending vibrations up into his body. He noticed her actions and became enraged.
"You stupid little whore! No touching yourself. You take what I give you."
He took his hands off her head and began fucking her into the wall, every thrust making her bash her head against the wood as a punishment for her idiocy. How could she have been so stupid? She had to be better, she had to obey.
Her face became a mess of smeared makeup, tears, and drool. Her brain was dying as the oxygen in her lungs was being replaced with the thick musk of Andrew. He felt his muscles clench as his orgasm approached. He shot ropes of thick, hot sperm straight into her stomach; he pulled out as he came, letting the last few spurts cover her face.
"What do we say?" He asked as he milked the last droplets of cum onto her waiting face. Her voice was a warbled mess of nonsense. He snapped his fingers, "Answer me, slut, what do we say?"
"Tha... Tsank... Tsank y-yoouu... And-drew..."
"Good girl."
She attempted to catch her breath as she watched his cock wither into its flaccid state, he peeled his sweatshirt off and tossed it to the floor. Andrew glared down and waited for her to do the same. She took off her top, it collecting most of the oozing semen off of her face, and slowly took her pants off. She unhooked her bra and shimmied out of her panties and let Andrew inspect her.
He looked her brother up and down. Tall, handsome, a defined face with thick black hair; a few bits of lean muscle on his arms, broad shoulders, and, even while soft, his penis was an intimidating size. He looked like a damned Greek God. She looked back at her own body; exposed ribs, a makeup and tear stained face, cuts and bruises along her limbs. Why would such a beautiful specimen like him ever want her? She had never felt more insecure in her life.
Andrew reached down and kissed up her jawline before whispering in her ear. "You're so fucking beautiful, Ashley."
He kissed all over her neck and collar before caressing her breasts. Guiding her into the bed, he had her lay on her back as he raised himself above her. His long hair dangled in front of her face, and she felt the heat of his hard cock against her pulsing loins. Her walls milked and squeezed around a painful emptiness, and she looked up at him with her big, pink doe eyes, silently begging him.
He pressed his tip against her wet slit and squeezed into her. She whimpered at the new sensation, and Andrew kissed her to silence her. "Shh, shh, shh." He cooed.
He thrusted deeper into her begging void, groaning as she sucked him into her.
"Sooo biiiigggg..." She whined, Andrew swelling with pride at the compliment.
His full length was inside of her, punching against her cervix, and Ashley felt like everything else in the world disappeared. She was filled, she was complete. He stared down at her face, her eyes were closed, her face was scrunched. "You okay?" He asked in a hoarse voice.
She nodded as she adjusted to the oversized invader. "F... Fuck me, Andy."
He pulled out of her before slamming his whole length into her at once, bashing against the entrance to her womb and throwing a squeak out of her. "Say my real name, whore."
"A-Andy..." She smiled weakly, even while completely dominated, she found a way to get under his skin.
"Stupid brat."
He thrusted in and out of her, each thrust shoving a garbled moan, squeal, or keen out of her. "Andy! A-Andy!" She cried.
"You mindless fucking animal, can't even do the one thing I ask..."
She wrapped her legs around his waist and sprayed euphoria all over his cock, receiving the hardest slap of the night for it. "No cumming without my permission!" He shouted, pulling out of her. "I've been too easy on you. Hands and knees, face the wall."
She did as she was told like a good girl. Andrew reinserted his girth into her needy hole and began thrusting at a rapid pace. Her cervix was getting bruised from the punishing pace. The room was filled with Ashley's whines and whimpers.
He spanked her, getting a sharp squeal out of her. "What's my name, bitch?"
"And... Ahnd..." Her tongue flopped numbly out of her mouth. "Andy!"
"Wrong answer."
He pushed her head down into the blankets and slapped her ass until pink marks were left. She bit the sheets to try and hold back her moans, but nothing worked.
"You waited for me, didn't you? You wanted your brother to take your virginity. Incestuous little freak." He hissed.
"Yes! Y-Yes!"
"You're so fucked in the head."
She came again at the degrading comments, organs pulsating and squeezing Andrew. "God, you can't do anything right! You're such a useless little pig!"
He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her into him, picking her up and slamming her body into the wall, where he continued to bully her sorry cunt with her face pressed into the wood. He hit against her g-spot with every thrust, making her moan weakly. He bit into her shoulder and she yelped.
"A-Andrew!!" She cried.
"You finally got it right! Good girl."
He took himself out of her and turned her around, slamming into her. She wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. His thrusts got heavier, harder, and slower as electricity traveled up through his cock and finally exploded into an orgasm. She dragged her nails into his back and scraped down his flesh, drawing blood. She felt each hot rope blast into her womb. He let out a hot breath against her as he finished, before picking her up and collapsing in bed with her still impaled on him.
"I... l-love you... Andrew..."
"I love you too, Ashley."
He watched her fall onto his chest and drift into slumber, and he did the same.
-
3 MONTHS LATER
Andrew and Ashley had found an apartment to lay low in, with a very similar layout to their childhood home. He had found a job as a janitor, while she worked as a cook at a diner. Ashley sat on the couch, subconsciously chewing on her nails while she waited for him to get home. The door opened, and a defeated looking Andrew entered.
"Finally," She said, standing up. "I have something to tell you."
"Can it wait?" He groaned, grabbing a cigarette from the box and walking towards the balcony.
"No, it's important, Andrew!" She gripped his wrist and he fought her off.
"Christ, can you let me have one fucking minute to myself?" He shouted, stomping outside and slamming the door shut.
Ashley began to feel tears fall down her face. She collapsed onto the floor before looking back at the little white strip of plastic with a + on its digital face.
-
THE END.